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WILSON’S

TALES OF THE BOEDEE8,
AND OF SCOTLAND,

THE LAWYER’S TALES.

LORD KAMES’S PUZZLE.

On looking over some Session papers which had be
longed to Lord Kames, with the object, I..confess, o
getting hold of some facts—those entities called bi
Quintilian the bones of truth, the more by token,

'

fancy, that they so often stick in the throat—wind
might contribute to my legends, I came to some sheet;
whereon his lordship had written some hasty remarks
to the effect that the case Napier versus Napier was th(
most curious puzzle that ever he had witnessed since h(
had taken his seat on the bench. The papers Averc
fragmentary, consisting of parts of a Reclaiming Petition
and some portion of a Proof that had been led in sup-
port of a brieve of service

; but I got enough to enableme to give the story, which I shall do in such a con-
nected manner as to take the reader along with me ]
ope pleasantly, and without any inclination to chokeupon the foresaid bones.

Without being very particular about the year, which
really I do not know with further precision than that itwas within the first five years of Lord Karnes’s senator-
ship, I request the reader to fancy himself in a small

VOL. xxni.
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domicile in Toddrick’s Wynd, in the old city of Edin-

burgh
;
and I request this the more readily that, as we

all know, Nature does not exclude very humble places

from the regions of romance, neither does she deny to

very humble personages the characters of heroes and

heroines. Not that I have much to say in the first in-

stance either of the place or the persons
;
the former

being no more than a solitary room and a bed-closet,

where yet the throb of life was as strong and quick as

in the mansions of the great, and the latter composed

of two persons—one, a decent, hard-AVorking Avoman

called Mrs. Plislop, Avhose duty in this Avorld Avas to

keep her employers clean in their clothes, Avherein she

stood next to the minister, insomuch as cleanliness is

next to godliness—in other Avords, she Avas a Avasher-

Avoman
;
the other being a young girl, verging upon

sixteen, called Henrietta, whose qualities, both of mind

and body, might be comprised in the homely eulogy,

‘‘ as blithe as bonnie.” So it may be, that if you are

alarmed at the humility of the occupation of the one

—

even with your remembrance that Sir Isaac NeAvton ex-

perimented upon soap-bubbles—as being so intractable

in the plastic-work of romance, you may be appeased

by the qualities of the other
;
for has it not been our

delight to sing for a thousand years, yea, in a thousand

songs, too, the praises of young damsels, Avhether under

the iicames of Jenny or Peggy, or those of Clarinda or

Florabella, or Avhether engaged in herding flocks by

Logan Waters, or dispensing knights’ favours under the

peacock ? But we cannot afford to dispose of our young

heroine in this curt Avay, for her looks formed parts of

the lines of a strange history
;
and so Ave must be

permitted the privilege of narrating that, while Mrs*

llislop’s 'pvoiC(jGt did not come Avithin that charmed

circle Avhich contains, according to the poets, so many
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angels without wings, she was probably as fair every
whit as Dowsabell. Yet, after all, Ave are not here
concerned with beauty, which, as a specialty in one
to one, and as a universality in all to all, is beyond the
power of Avritten description. We have here to do
simply with some traits Avhich, being hereditary, not
derived from Mrs. Hislop, haA'e a bearing upon our
strange legend: the very slightest cast in the eyes,
which in its piquancy belied a fine genial nature in the
said Henney

; and a classic nose, which, partaking of
the old Roman type, and indicating pride, Avas equally
untrue to a generosity of feeling which made friends of
all who saw her—except one. A strange exception this
one; for who, even in this bad Avorld, could be an
enemy to a creature Avho conciliated sympathy as a
love, and defied antipathy as an impossibility ? Who
could he be? or rather, Avho could she be? for man
seems to be excluded by the very instincts of his nature.
The question may be answered by the evolution of
facts

;
than Avhich Avhat other have Ave even amidst

the dark gropings into the mystery of our Avonderful
being?

Mrs. Hislop’s head was over the skeil, wherein lay
one of the linen sheets of Mr. Dallas, the Avriter to the
signet, Avhich, with her broad hands, she Avas busy
tAvisting into the form of a serpent

;
and no doubt there

were indications of her efforts in the drops of perspira-
tion which stood upon her good-humoured, gaucy face
so suggestive of dewdrops (’bating the poetry) on the
leaves of a big blush peony. In this Avork she Avas
interrupted by the entrance of Henney, avIio came

under the influence of some emotion
winch had taken her young heart by surprise.

“ think ye, minny ? ” she cried, as she held up
her hands. ^
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‘‘The deil has risen again from the grave where he
was buried in Kirkcaldy,” was tlie repl}", with a laugh.

“ No, that’s no it,” continued tlie girl.

“Then what is it ?” was the question.
“ He’s dead,” replied Ilenney.

“Who is dead?” again asked Mrs. Ilislop,
“ 1 lie strange man,” replied tlie girl.

And a reply, too, which brought the busy worker to
a pause in her work, for she understood who the he was,
and the information went direct through the ear to the
heart; but Ilenney, supposing that she was not under-
stood, added

—

1 he man who used to look at me with yon terrible
eyes.”

“ ^ cs, yes, dear, I understand you,” said the woman,
as she let the coil fall, and sat down upon a chair,
under the influence of strong emotion. “ But who
told you?”

“dean Graham,” replied the girl.

An answer which seemed, for certain reasons known
to herself, to satisfy the woman, for the never another
word she said, any more than if her tongue had been
p.aralyzeil by the increasetl action of her heart

;
but as

we usually find that when that organ in woman is quiet
more useful jrowers come into action, so the sensible
dame began to exercise her judgment. A few minutes
sulliced for forming a resolution; nor was it sooner
formed than that it was bi'gun to be put into action,

yet not before the excil-etl girl was away, no doubt to

tell mune of her companions of her ndief from the bug-
bejir of the ttian with the teirible eyes, d'he formation
of a pm pose might have bemi obsiM vetl in lu'r puekiuaMl
li|)s and the spec in lier grey eyivs. 'I'he spirit

of romance luni visited the small house in doddrick’s
Wynd, where for lifteen years the domestic /arcs had
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sat quietly surveying the economy of poverty She
rose composedly from the chair into which the effect
of Henney’s exclamation had thrown her, went to the
blue chest which contained her holiday s^it, took out
one after another, the chintz gown, the mankie petti-
coat the curch, the red plaid

; and, after wasliing from
ler face the perspiration drops, she began to put on herhumble finery aU the operation having been gone

^doubt.'^'^
I’esolution has settled the quivering chord!

"P the High Street, we

wH^r to y At
® '^ting-booth of Mr. James Dallas,wiuer to his xMajesty’s Signet. The gentleman wasafter the manner of his trihp mi’rmfoi •

^

. Ke .as

nrev and n . a
’

of game that is botli a

provei b 4s Nt~f S'

''* “ m oW
plensed wS ,.e

“ '''‘"’Sot'-er

be interriintod K
^ '^quiry, whatever it might

=btdt
besides^i-t^^^^a a

^^t's. Dallas ? And
to sW t1

Sbince of the writer’s eye

of a client !haraTCe^'oVren^ ""'T
'*»s d«i„ed to be confinned, whe’n I'l™'’

"trirt
“8''-b»<=ked ;hau-, in the rZ’S

herself. Nor was this change from her u4af deport-
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ment the only one she underwent
;

for, as soon ap-

peared, her style of speech was to pass from broad

Scotch, not altogether into the “ Inglis” of the upper

ranks, but into a mixture of the two tongues
;
a feat

which she performed very well, and for which she had

been qualified by having lived in the service of the

great.

And so Mr. Napier of Eastleys is dead?” she began.

Yes,” answered the writer, perhaps with a portion

of cheerfulness, seeing he was that gentleman’s agent,

or “ doer,” as it was then called
;
a word far more ex-

pressive, as many clients can testify, at least after they

are “done;” and seeing also that a dead client is not

finally “ done” until his affairs arc wound up and con-

signed to the green box.

“And wha is his heir, think ye?” continued his

questioner.

“ Why, Charles Napier, his nephew,” answered the

writer, somewhat carelessly.

“ I’m no just a’ihegither sure of that, Mr. Dallas,”

said she, with another efibrt at dignity, which was un-

fortunately qualified by a knowing wink.

“The (leil’s in the woman,” was the sharp retort, as

the writer opened his eyes wider than ho had done since

ho laid down his parchments.

“ The deil’s in me or no in me,” said she
;
“ but this

I’m sure of, that Henrietta llislop—that’s our Ilenney,

ye ken—the Vu’awest and bonniest lass in Toddrick’s

Wynd (and that’s no saying little), is the lawful heiress

of Mr. .b)hn Niipier of Eastleys, and was called Hen-

rietta after her mother.”
“ 'riie honest woman’s red wtul,” said the writer,

laughing. “Why, Mrs. llislop, 1 always took you

for n sijrewd, sensible woman. Do you really think

tluit, because you boro u child to Mr. John Napier,
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therefore Henney Hislop is the heiress of her reputed
father ?

”

“il/e bear a bairn to Mr. Napier!” cried the offended
client. “ Wha ever said I was the mother of Hennev
Hislop ?

”

“ Everybody,” replied he. “ We never doubted it,

though I admit she has none of your features.”
“ Everybody is a leear, then,” rejoined the woman

tartly. “There’s no a drap of blood in the lassie’s
body can claim kindred with me or mine

;
though, if it

were so, it would be no dishonour, for the Hislops were
lairds of Highslaps in Ayrshire at the time of Malcolm
Mucklelaead.”

And whose daughter, by the mother’s side, is she,
then ?” asked he, as his curiosity began to wax stronger.

*
-^y* y°^ have now your hand on the cocked egg ”

replied she, with a look of mystery. “ The other was
a wind ane, and you’ve just to sit a little and you’ll see
the chick.”

The writer settled himself into attention, and the
good dame thought it proper, like some preachers who
pause two or three minutes (the best part of their dis-
course) after they have given out the text, to raise a
wonder how long they intend to hold their tongue, and
thereby produce attention, to retain her speech until
she had attained the due solemnity.

n •

i^ow, she began, in a low mysterious voice,
just sixteen years come June,—and if ye want the

day. It will be the 15th,-and if ye want the hour, wemay say eleven o’clock at night, when I was makingready for my bed,-I heard a knock at my door, andhe words of a woman, ‘ Oh, Mrs. Hislop, Mrs. Hislop I’

twa
Graham, Mr. Napier’s cook, with een likea candles, and her mouth as wide as if she had been
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to swallow the biggest sup of porridge that ever crossed

ploughman’s craig ?”

“ ‘ What’s ado, woman ?’ said I, for I thought some-

thing fearful had happened.
“

‘ Oh,’ cried she, ‘ my lady’s lighter, and ye’re to

come to Meggat’s Land, even noo, this minute, and bide

nae man’s hindrance,’
“

‘ And so I will,’ said I, as I threw my red plaid

ower my head
;
then I blew out my cruse, and out we

came, jolting each other in the dark passage throng ii

sheer hurry and confusion—down the Canongate, t’ll

we came to Meggat’s Land, in at the kitchen door, bon

a dark passage, up a stair, then ben another passage,

till we came to a back room, the door of which was

opened by somebody inside. 1 was bewildered—the

light in the room made my een reel
;
but 1 soon came

to myself, when I saw a man and Mrs. Kemp the

howdie busy rowing something in llannel.

“‘(Jet along,’ said the man to Jean; ‘you’re not

wanted here.’

“And as Jean made olT, Mrs. Kemp turned to me

—

“‘Come here, Mrs. llislop,’ said she.

“ So I 8li{)t forward
;

but the never a word more

was said for ten minutes, they were so intent on getting

the bairn all right—for ye ken, sir, it was a new-born

babe they were busy with : they were as silent as tho

grave
;
and imleed everything was so still, that 1 heard

their breatliing like a rushing of wind, thougli they

brcMithed just as they w6ro wont to do. And when

they had finished

—

“‘Mrs. Ilislo]),’ said tho man, ns ho’ turned to me,

‘you’re to tidco this cliild and bring it up as your own,

or anybody else’s you like*, except Mr, Napim'’s, and

you’re never to say when or how you got it, for it^s a

banned creature, with tho curse upon it ol a malison for
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the sins of him who begot it and of her who bore it.

Swear to it and he heJd up his hand.
“ And I swore

;
but I thought I would just take the

advice of the Lord how far my words would bind me to
do evil, or leave me to do gude, when the time came.
So I took the bairn into my arms.
‘“And wha wiU pay for the wet-nurse?’ said I;

‘ for ye ken I am as dry as a yeld crummie. But there
is a woman in Toddrick’s Wynd wha lost her bairn
yestieen : she is threatened wi’ a milk-fever, and by
my troth this little stranger will cure her

; but, besides
the nourice-fee, there is my trouble.’

I was coming to that,’ said he, ‘ if your supple
tongue had left you power to hear mine. In this
leathern purse there are twenty gowden guineas a
goodly sum

; but whether goodly or no, you must be
content

;
yea, the never a penny more you may ex-

pect, for aU connection between this child and this
house or its master is to be from this moment finished
for ever.’

And a gude quittance it was, I thought, with a
bonny bairn and twenty guineas on my side, and no-
thing on the other but maybe a father’s anger and salt
tears, besides the wrath of God against those who for-
sake their children. So with thankfulness enough I
^rried away my bundle

; and ye’ll guess that Henney
Wislop IS now the young woman of fifteen who was
then that child of a day.”

And is this all the evidence,” said the writer, “ youW to prove that Henrietta Hislop is the daughter ofMr. and Mrs. Napier ?

En 5 “ yo weren’t so hke then^hsh stranger wha curst the Scotch kail because he^d not see on the table the beef that was coming fromthe kitchen, besides the haggis and the bread-pudding!
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You’ve only as yet got the broth, and, for the rest, I
will give you Mrs* Kemp, wha told me, as a secret,
that the child was brought into the world by her own
hands from the living body of Mrs. Napier. Will that
satisfy you?”

‘‘ No,” replied Mr. Dallas, who had got deeper and
deeper into a study. ‘‘Mr, Napier, I know, was at
home that evening when his wife bore a child : that
child never could have been given away without his
consent

;
and as for the consent itself, it is a still greater

improbability, seeing that he was always anxious for
an heir to Eastleys.”

“And so maybe he was,” replied she; “but I see
you are only at the beef yet, and you may be better
pleased when you have got the haggis, let alone the
pudding. Yea, it is even likely Mr. Napier wanted an
heir, and, what is more, he got one, at least an heiress

;

but sometimes God gives and the devil misgives. And
so it was here

;
for Mr. Napier took it into his head that

the child was not his, and, in place of being pleased
with an heir, he thought himself cursed v/ith a bastard,
begotten on his wife by no other than Captain Preston,
his lady’s cousin. And where did the devil find that
poison growing but in the heart of Isabel Napier, the
sister of that very Chaides who is now thinking he will

heir Eastleys by pushing aside poor Henney ? And
tlien the poison, like the old apple, was so fair and
tempting

;
for Mr. Napier had been married ten years,

and enjoyed the love tliat is so bonnie a ‘little while when
it is new,’ and yet liad no children, till this one came so

exactly nine rnontlis after the captain’s visit to Scotland,
tliat Satan had little more to do than hold up tho
temptation. You see, sir, how tilings come round

;
but

still, according to the old fashion, after a long, weary,
dreary turn. Mrs. Napier died next day after the
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l)irth
;
Mr. Napier lived a miserable man

j Henney wa
brought up in poverty, and sometimes distress, but now
I hope she has come to her kingdom.”
Here Mrs. Hislop stopped

; and as there could be no
better winding-up of a romance than by bringing her
heroine to her kingdom at last, she felt so well pleased
with her conclusion, that she could afford to wait longer
for her expected applause than the fair story-tellers in
the brigata under Queen Pampinea

;
and it was as well

that she was thus fortified, for the Avriter, in place of
declaring his satisfaction with her proofs, seemed as ho
lay back in his chair in a deep reLie, to be ociupiel
once more in hunting for flaAvs. At length, raising him-
self on his chair, and fixing his eyes upon her Avith that
look of scepticism which a writer assumes when he ad-
dresses a Avould-be new client who wants to push out
an old one with a better right—

Mrs. Hislop,” said he, “ if it had not been that I
ave ahvays taken you for an honest woman, I would

say that you are art and part in fabricating a story
without a particle of foundation. There may possibly
be some mystery about the birth and parentage of the
young girl. You may have got her out of the house
of Meggats Land in the Canongate from a man—not
^r. Napier, you admit—who may have been the father

of It by some mother residing in the house
;
and Mrs.emp may have been actuated, by some unknoAvn

means, to remove the paternity from the right to the
possible

; but that the childcould be that one which Mrs. Napier bore is impossible,

Mrs N
^ of you to listen to it—that

IS. Napier s child tt;as dead-born, and was, accordinq togoo evidence, buried in the same coffin with the mother."

tna
^ ^ ement this, Avhich, delivered in the solemnanner of an attorney who was really honest, and Avho
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knew mucli of this history, appeared to Mrs. Hislop so

strange that her tongue was paralyzed
;
an effect which

had never before been produced by any one of all the
five causes of the metaphysicians. Even her eyes
seemed to have lost their power of movement

;
and as

for her wits, they had, like those of the renowned
Astolpho, surely left, and taken refuge in the moon.

If you are not satisfied with my words,” continued
the writer (no doubt ironically, f^or where could he
have found better evidence of the effect of liis state-

ment?), “ I will give you writing for the truth of what
I have said to you.”

And rising and going towards a green tin box, he
opened the same, and taking therefrom a piece of paper,

he resumed his scat.

Now listen,” said he, as he unfolded an old yellow-

coloured sheet of paper, and then he read these words:
‘‘‘Your presence is requested at the funeral of Hen-
rietta Preston, my wife, and of a child still-born, from
my liouse, Meggat’s Land, Canongate, to the burying-

ground at St. Cuthberts, on Friday the 19 lh of this

month June, at one o’clock;’ and the name at this

letter,” continued Mr. Dallas, “is that of ‘John Napier

of Eastlcys.* Will that satisfy you?”
And tlie “ doer” for Mr. Cliarles Napier, conceiving

that he had at last effectually “ done” his client’s op-

ponent, seemed well pleased to sit and witness the fur-

ther efTect of his evidence on the bewildered woman
;

but we are to remember that a second stroke sometimes

only takes away the ])ain of the former, and a repetition

of blows will (piicken the reaction which slumbered

under the first. Wbether this was so or not in our

jircscnt instance, or whether Mrs. Hislop luul recovered

Jier wits by a process far shorter than that followed by

the forosuid Astulpho, we know not
;
but certain it is,
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that she recovered the powers of both her eyes and her
tongue in much less time than the writer expected,
and in a manner, too, very different from that for which
he was probably prepared,

“ Weel,” replied she, smiling, “ it would just seem
that even the haggis has not pleased you, Mr. Dallas
and, putting her hand into a big side-pocket, that
might have served a gaberlunzie for a wallet, she ex-
tracted a small piece of paper. She continued :

“ But
ye see a guid, honest Scotchwoman ’s no to be sus-
pected of being shabby at her own table

;
so read ye

that, which you may take for the bread-pudding.”
And the writer, having taken the paper, and held it

before his face for so long a time that it might have
suggested the suspicion that the words therein written
stuck in his eyes, and would not submit to that strange
process whereby, unknown to ourselves, we transfer
written vocables to the ear before we can understand
them, turned a look upon the woman of dark sus-
picion

—

“ Where, in God’s name, got you this ?” he said.
‘ Just read it out first,” replied she. “ Ye read yeram paper, and why no mine ?

”

And the writer read, perhaps more easily than he
could understand

j
the strange words i

“This child, born of my wife, and yet neither of my
blood nor my lineage, I repudiate, and, unable to push
It back into the dark world of nothing from which itcame, I leave it with a scowl to the mercy which coun-
tervaileth the terrible decree whereby the sins of theparent shaU be visited on the child. This I do on the15th of June 17—. John Napiek of Eastleys in thecounty of Mid-Lothian.”

^

reading this extraordinary denunciation, Mr.Dallas sat and considered, as if at a loss what to say
;

394:
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but whether it was that scepticism was at the root of

his thoughts, or tliat he assumed it as a mask to con-
ceal misgivings to which he did not like to confess, he
put a question :

“ Where got you this notable piece of evidence
‘‘ Ay,” replied Mrs, Hislop, “ you are getting rea-

sonable on the last dish. That bit of paper, which to

me and my dear Kenney is worth the haill estate of

Eastleys, was found by me carefully pinned to the

flannel in which the child was wrapt.”
“ Wonderful enough surely,” repeated he, “ if true ”

—the latter words being pronounced with emphasis
whicli made the rough liquid letter sound like a hurl-

ing stone
;
“ but,” he continued, “ the whole document,

in its terms of crimination and exposure, and not less

the wild manner of its application, is so unlike the act

of a man not absolutely frantic, that I cannot believe it

to be genuine.”
“ But you know, Mr. Dallas,” replied she, that Mr.

Jolin Napier was a man who, if lie threw a stone, cared

little whether it struck the kirk window or the mill

door.”
“ Tliat is so far true

;
but, passionate and unforgiv-

ing as he was, he was not so reckless as to be regardless

whctlier the stone did not come back on his own head.”
“ And it’s no genuine !” she resumed, as, disregarding

Ins latter words, she relapsed into her more familiar

dialect. “ The Lord help ye ! canna ye look at first

the ae paper and then the itlier? and if they’re no alike,

mustna the ither be the forgery V”

An example of tlie conditional syllogism which might

liavc amused even a writer to the signet, if he had not

been at the very moment busy in the examination of

the handwriting of the funeral letter and tliat of tlio

paper of repudiation and malison—the resemblance, or
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rather the identity of which was so striking, as to re-
duce all his theories to confusion.

“ By all that s good in heaven, the same,” he muttered
to himself

^ and then addressing his visitor, I confess,
Mrs, Hislop,” said he, “ that this paper has driven me
somewhat off my point of confidence

; but I suppose
you Avill see that, if the child was actually, as the letter
indicates, buried with its mother, Henrietta’s rights are
at an end. It is just possible, however, I fairly admit,
that Mr. Napier, who was a very eccentric man, may
have so worded the letter as to induce the world to
believe that the so-considered illegitimate child had
been dead-born, while he gratified—privately he might
verily think—his vengeance by writing this terrible
curse. Still I think you are wrong

; but as this won-
derful paper gives you a plausible plea, I would recom-
mend you to Mr. White, in MUl’s Court, who wUl see
to the young woman’s rights. He will be the flint, and

the steel; and between our friendly opposition wo
will produce a spark which will light up the candle of
irutii,

“ Ay,” replied she
;
“ only as the spark of fire comes

trom the steel, we’ll just suppose you are the flint—and

7 hard enough
; but, come as it may,

t will hght the lantern that will show Henney Napier
to the bonnie haughs of Eastleys.”

^

Mrs. Hislop having got back her paper from Mr

stems'" to MW* P
chambers, and directed her

steps to Mills Court, where she found Mr. Mndte evena^^he had Mr. Dallas, busy poring over law papersShe was, as we have seen, one of those people who^c-m

r* of thLr"
aoceplable, and, moreover,

secure the attention of a busy listener.^ So Mr. White
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heard her narrative, not only 'with interest, but even a

touch of the pervading sympathy of the spirit of ro-

mance. And so he might
;
for who doesn’t see that the

charm of mystery can be enhanced by the hope of

turning it to account of money? Then he was so much
of a practical man as to know that while every string

has two ends, the true way to get hold of both is to

make sure in the first place of one. Wherefore he

began to interrogate his client as to who could speak

to the doings in the house in Meggat’s Land on that

eventful night when the child was born
;
and having

taken notes of the answers to his questions, he paused

a little, as if to consider what was the first step he ought

to take into the region of doubt, and perhaps of intrigue,

where at least there must be lies floating about like films

in the clear atmosphere of truth. Nor had he meditated

many minutes till he rose, and taking up his square hat

and his gold-headed cane, he said

—

‘‘ Come, we will try what we can discover in a quarter

wliere an end of the ravelled string ought to be found,

whether complicated into a knot by the twisting power

of self-interest or no.”

And leading the way, ho proceeded with his client

down the High Street, where, along under the glim-

mering lamps, were the usual crowds of loungers, com-

posed of canny Saxon and fiery Celt, which have always

made tliis picturesque thorouglifare so remarkable. Not

one of (ill these had any interest for our two searchers;

but it was otherwise when they came toward the Canon-

gate Tul booth, where, out from a dark entry sprang a

young woman, and bounding forward, seized our good

dame round the neck. This was no other than llennoy

llislop licrself, who, having been alarmed at the long

absence of her “ mother,” as she called her, and of

course believed her to be. wu;3 so delighted to find her,
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that she sobbed out her joy in such an artless way, that
even the writer owned it was interesting to behold.
Nor was the picture without other traits calculated to
engage attention

;
for the girl whose fortunes had been

so strange, and were perhaps destined to be still more
strange, was dressed in the humblest garb—the short
gown and the skirt peculiar to the time; but then
every tint was so bright with pure cleanliness, the ear-
rings set off so fine a skin, the indispensable strip of
purple round the head imparted so much of the grace
of the old classic wreath

;
and beyond all this, which

might be said to be extraneous, her features—if you
abated the foresaid cast or slight squint in the eyes,
which imparted a piquancy—were so reorular if not
handsome, that you could not have denied that she
deserved to be a Napier, if she was not a very Napier
in reality. A few words whispered in Mrs. Ilislop’s
ear, and the girl was off, leaving our couple to pro-
ceed on their way. Even this incident had its use

; foi
Mr. M hite, who had known Mr. Napier, and had faith
(as who has not ?) in the hereditary descent of bodily
aspects, could not restrain himself from the remark
however much it might inflame the hopes of his client-!

The curse has left no blight there,” said he. “ That
IS the very face of Mr. Napier—the high nose especially

;and as for the eyes, with that unmistakeable cast, why
I have seen their foretypes in the head of John Napiera hundred times.”

^'Kipier

An observation so congenial to Mrs. Hislop, that shecou not help being a li„,e
ev'e’n in

*
depth of an anxiety which had kept her sUcnt for thefull space of ten minutes.

to Hor^’ 7 ^ ^ castle yett
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And without further interruption than herown laugh

they proceeded till they came to the entry called Big
Lochend Close, up which they went some forty or fifty

steps till they came to an outer door, which led by a

short dark passage to two or three inner doors in suc-

cession, all leading to separate rooms occupied by sepa-

rate people. No sooner had they turned into this

passage than they encountered a woman in a plaid and
with a lantern in her hand, who had just left the third

or innermost room, and whose face, as it peered through
the thick folds of her head-covering, was illuminated by
a gleam from the light she carried. She gave them little

opportunity for examination, having hurried away as if

she had been afraid of being searched for stolen pro-

perty.

“ Isbel Napier,” wliispcrcd Mrs. Ilislop
;
“ she wdia

first brought evil into the house of the Napiers, with

all its woe.”
“ And who bodes us small hope here,” said he, ‘‘ if

she has been ’with the nurse.”

And entering the room from which the ill-omening

woman had issued, they found another, even her of

whom they wx*re in searcl*, sitting by the fire, torpid

and corpulent, to a degree which indicated tliat as

it had been her trade to nurse others, she had not

forgotten lierself in her min isi rations.

“ Mrs. Teni])Ie,” said Mr. White, who saw the policy

of speaking fair the woman who h.ad been so recently

in tlie ct)n»pany of an evil genius
;
“ 1 am glad to find

you HO stout and hearty.”

“ Neither o’ the twa, sir,” replied she
;

“ for T am
rather weak and lieartless. Many a ane I hae nursed

inlo health and strength, but a’ nursing conies liaino

in the end.”

And some, no doubt, have died under your care,”
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continued the writer, with a view to introduce his

subject
;

“ and therefore you should be grateful for the
life that is still spared to you. You could not save
the life of Mrs. Napier.”

“ That’s an auld story, and a waefu’ ane,” she replied,

with a side-look at Mrs. Hislop
;
“ and I hae nae heart

to mind it. Some said the lady wasna innocent
; and

doubtless Mr. Napier thought sae, for he took high
dealings wi’ her, and looked at her wi’ a scorn that
would have scathed whinstanes. Sae it was better
she was ta’en a^va—ay, and her baby wi’ her

;
for if it

had lived, it would have dree’d the revenge o’ that
stern man.”

“The child!” said Mr. White, “ did it die too ?
”

“Dee! ye may rather ask if it ever lived; for it

never drew breath, in this world at least.”

A statement so strange, that it brought the eyes of
the two visitors to each other

;
and no doubt both of

them recurred in memory to the statement in the
funeial letter, which, whatever may have been the
case with the assertion now made by the nurse, never
could have been dictated by her they had met in the
passage

; and no doubt, also, they both remembered
the statement made by Mr. Dallas, to the effect that
both the mother and child were buried together.

“ Never drew breath, you say, nurse ! ”°resumed Mr.
White, with an air of astonishment

;
“ why, I have

been given to understand, not only that the child was
born alive, but that it is actually living now.”

“Weel,” replied the nurse, “maybe St. Cuthbert
as wrought a miracle, and brought the child out o’

the grave by the West Church
; but he has wrou^^ht

nae miracle on me, to mak’ me forget what my een
saw, and my hands did, that day when 1 helped to
place the dead body o’ the innocent on the breast o’
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its d63,(3 motliGr
\

Q^nd bGHt her stiff arnis S3,g as to

bring them ower her bairn, just as if she had been

faulding it to her bosom. And sae in this fashion

were they buried.”

“ And you would swear to that, Mrs. Temple ?” said

the writer.

“ Ay, upon fifty Bibles, ane after anither,” was the

reply, in something like a tone of triumph.

Nor could the woman be induced to swerve from

these assertions, notwithstanding repeated interroga-

tions ;
and the writer was left to the conclusion

which he preferred, rather than place any confidence

in the funeral letter—that the nurse’s statement was

in some mysterious way connected with the visit of

Isabel Napier ;
and yet, not so very mysterious, after

all, when we are to consider that her bi other was pre-

paring to claim Eastleys, as well as the valuable furni-

ture of the house in IMeggat s Land, as the nearest

lawful heir of his deceased uncle. The salvo was at

least comfortable to both Mr. White and his client, and

no doubt it helped to lighten their steps, as, bidding

adieu to the the “ hard witness,” they left her to the

nursing which comes ^*aye hame in the end.

But their inquiries were not finished ;
and retracing

their steps up the Canongate, they landed in the

Fountain Close, where, under the leading of Mrs.

Hislop, the writer was procured another witness, with

a name already familiar to him through the communi-

cation of his client
;
and this was no other than that

same Jean Graham, who was sent to Toddricks Wynd

on that eventful night, fifteen years before, to bring

Mrs. Hislop to the house in Meggat’s Land one of

those simple souls—we wish there were moie of them

in the world—who look upon a lie as rather an operose

affair, and who seem to be truthful from sheer lazi-
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ness. There was, accordingly, no difficulty here
; for

the woman rolled off her story just as if it had been
coiled up in her mind for all that length of time.

“ There was a terrible stir in the house that night,”
she began. “ The nurse, wha is yet living in Loch-
end Close, and Mrs. Kemp the howdie, wha is dead,
were wi’ my lady

;
and John Cowie, the butler, was

busy attending our master, who had been the haill daym ane o’ his dafk fits, for we heard him calling for
Cowie in a fierce voice ever and again

; and his step
sounded ower our heads upon the floor as he walked
back and fore in his wrath. Then I was sent for you
and brought you, and you’ll mind how Cowie bade me
go along

; but I had mair sense, for I listened at the
door, and heard what the butler said to ye when he
gied ye the bairn

; and think ye I didna see ye carry
It along the passage as ye left ? Sae far I could under-
stand; but when I heard nurse say the bairn was dead,

' rs. Kemp say the bairn was still-born, and Cowie
declare it was better it was dead and awa, I couldna
comprehend this ava

; nor do I weel yet : but we iustthought that as there was something wrang between
master and my lady, he wanted us to believe that thebaun was dead, for very shame o’ being thought the

g id to me and my neighbour Anne Dickson,mind o her—puir soul, she’s dead too,—that we

we knpw
o iis, say a word o’ whatwe knew. But now when Mr. Napier is dead and

try t^^toT
Jezebel, Isbel Napier’ may

ritrhf I

^ may the Lord gie theright to whom the right is duel”
^

“Its all right,” said the writer, after he had jotted

ye

we
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with a pencil the evidence of Jean, as well as that
of the nurse

;
“ and if we could find this John Cowie,

we might so fortify the orphan’s rights, as to defy
Miss Napier and her brother, and Mr. Dallas, and all

the witnesses they can bring.”

“Ay,” continued the woman, “but I doubt if you’ll
catch him. Pie left Mr. Napier’s service about ten
years ago, and I never heard mair o’ him.”
“Nor I either,” said Mrs. Hislop.
“ Well, we must search for him,” added Mr. White;

“ for that man alone, so far as I can see, is he who will
unravel this strange biasiness.”

And thus the day’s work finished. The writer
parted for Mill’s Court, and Mrs. Hislop, filled Avith

doubts, hopes, and anxieties, sought her humble dwell-
ing in Toddrick’s Wynd, Avhere Henney Avaited for her
with all the solicitude of a daughter

;
but a Avord did

not escape her lips that might carry to the girl’s mind
a suspicion that the golden cord of their supposed re-
lationship ran a risk of being severed, even Avith the
eventual condition that one, if not both of the divisions.* /

Avould be transmuted into a string of diamonds.
MeanAvhile the agent Avas in his own house, revolv-

ing all the points of a puzzle more curious than any
that had yet come Avithin the scope of his experience.
Sometimes he felt confidence, and at other times de-
spair; and of course he had the consolation, Avhich
belongs to all litigants, that the opposite party Avas

undergoing the same process of oscillation. It AA^as

clear enough that CoAvie Avas the required (Edipus
;

and if it should turn out that he Avas dead, or could
not be found, the advantage Avas, Avith a slight decli-

nation, on the part of Charles Napier
;
insomuch as^

Avhile he Avas indisputably the nephcAV of the deceased,

the orphan, Henrietta, Avas under the necessity of
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proving her birth and pedigree. And so, as it ap-
peared, Mr. Dallas was of that opinion, for the very
next day he applied to Chancery for a brieve to get
Charles Napier served nearest and lawful heir to his
uncle

;
and as in legal warfare, where the judges are

cognisant only of patent claims, there is small room for
retiring tactics, Mr. White felt himself obliged, how-
ever anxious he was to gain time, to follow his oppo-
nent s example by taking out a competing brieve in
favour of Henrietta.

The parties were now face to face in court, and the
battle behoved to be fought out; but as in all leaal
cases, where the circumstances are strange or peculiar
the story soon gets wind, so here the Meggat’s Land
romance was by-and-by all over the city. Nor did it
take less fantastic forms than usual, where sympathies
and antipathies are strong in proportion to the paucity
of the facts on which they are fed. It was a favourite
opinion of some, that the case could only be cleared bvsupposing that a dead stranger child had been surrep-
titiously passed off, and even coffined, as the true one-while others equally skilled in the art of divinin<r’
maintained that the child given to Mrs. Hislop by

sufficient
to a height of crime

presumption it behoved to be assumed fhat the pXer

assodTi T\“ Wa^sociate in crime, and that the money paid to Mrs

aocepM .he4 ter.S.t4i«
the ora4^T “8'”“ "hioh exhaustedthe ordmary sources of man's ingenuity

;
just as we
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find in many religions, where miracles—the more ab-
surd, the more acceptable—are resorted to to explain
the mystery of man’s relation to God, a secret which
no natural light can illuminate.

But all these suppositions were destined to undergo
refractions through the medium of a new fact. The
case, by technical processes, came before the Court of
Session, where the diversity of opinion was, proportion-
ably to the number of judges, as great as among the
quidnuncs outside. The only clear idea in the heads of
the robed and wigged wiseacres was, that the case,

Napier versus Napier, was a puzzle which no man could
read or solve. It seemed fated to be as famous as the
old Sphinx, the insoluble Mmnander, or the tortuous
labyrinth, or the intricate key of Hercules—ne Apollo
quidem intelligat

;

and if it had not happened that Lord
Karnes suggested the possibility of getting an additional
piece of evidence through the examination of the coffin

wherein Mrs. Napier was buried, the court might have
been sitting over the famous case even in this year of
the nineteenth century. The notion was worthy of his

lordship’s ingenuity
;
and accordingly a commission was

issued to one of the Faculty to proceed to the West
Church burying-ground, and there cause to be laid

open and examined the coffin of the said Mrs. Henrietta
Preston or Napier, with the view to ascertain whether
or not the body of a cliild had been placed therein
along with the corpse of the mother.

This commission was accordingly executed, and the
report bore, that ‘‘ he, the commissioner, had proceeded
to the burying-ground of the parish of St. Cuthberts,
and there caused David Scott, the sexton, to lay open
the grave of the said Henrietta Preston or Napier, and
to open the coffin therein contained

;
which having ac-

cordingly been done by the said David Scott and his
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assistants, the commissioner, upon a faithful examina-
tion, aided by the experience of the said David Scott,
did find the skeletons of two bodies in the said coffin
identified as that of the said lady, one whereof was that
of a woman apparently of middle age, and the other
that of a babe, which lay upon the chest of the larger
skeleton in such a way or manner as to be retained or
held in that position by the arms of the same being laid
across it

;
that having satisfied himself of these facts,

the commissioner caused the coffin to be again closed
and the grave covered with all decency and care. And
he accordingly made this report to their lordships.”

The fact thus ascertained, in opposition to the ex-
pectation of those who favoured the orphan, was viewed
by the court as depriving, to a great extent, the case
of that aspect of a riddle by which it had been so un-
fortunately distinguished

;
and as the case had been

hung up even beyond the time generally occupied by
cases at that period, when, as it was sometimes re-
marked, law-suits were as often settled by the old rule
Romanus sedendo vincit—hy the death of one or other
of the parties—as by a judgment, the case was again
put to the Eoll for a hearing on the efifect of the new
CTidence. It was contended for the nephew by Mr.
Wight, that the question was now virtually settled, in-
somuch that the court was not bound to solve riddles
but to find to whom pertained a certain right of inherit-
ance. The birth of the child had been sworn to by
the nurse, as weU as its death, and the final placing of
1 in the coffin

;
and now the court had, as it were

ocular demonstration of these facts by the body havinebeen seen by their own commissioner, placed on the

W M pecuHar way described
y Mrs. Temple. AU claim on the part of the girl wasus virtually excluded, for the proceedings which took
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place that evening in another room, under circum-
stances of suspicion, were sworn to only by Mrs.
Hislop herself, an interested witness, and were only
partially confirmed by an eavesdropper, who, as eaves-

droppers generally do (except when their own charac-

ters are concerned), perhaps heard according as foregone
prejudices induced her to wish. These suspicious

proceedings might be explained by as many hypotheses
as had been devised by the wise judges of the taverns,

among which was the theory of the living child being
Cowie’s own by Isabel Napier, and palmed off as Mrs.
Napier’s to hide the shame of the true mother,—all

unlikely enough, no doubt, but not so impossible as

that the coffined child should now be alive and await-

ing the issue of this case, in the expectation of being
Lady of Eastleys.

On the other side, Mr. Andrews, counsel for Henri-
etta, maintained that while his learned brother assumed
the one half of the case as proved, and repudiated the

other as a lie or a myth, he had a right to embrace the

other half, and pronounce the first a stratagem or trick.

The proceedings in the back-room into which Jean
Graham introduced Mrs. Hislop were moi'e completely

substantiated than those in the bedroom whei'e Mrs.

Napier lay
;
for while the one were sworn to by Mrs.

Hislop herself, a soothfast witness, and confirmed in all

points by the woman Graliam, the other were attempted

to be proven by the solitary testimony of the nurse

Temple. 'Jlie paper containing the curse was as indis-

putably in the handwriting of !Mr. Napier as was the

funeral letter. The money paid was proved by the fact

that the orphan had been kept and educated for fifteen

years. The name Henrietta was not likely to have

been a mere coincidence, and it was still more unlikely

that a respectable woman such as Mrs. Hislop would
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invent a story of aflSliation so strangely in harmony
with the secrets of the house in Meggat’s Land, and
fortify it by a forged document. Then Mrs. Hislop
was unable to write, and no attempt had been made on
the other side to prove that Henrietta had a father
other than he Avho Avas pointed out by the paper of the
curse. So he (the counsel) might folloAv the example
of his brother, and hold the other half of the case to be
unexplainable by hypotheses, however ridiculous. The
chUd having been disposed of to Mrs. Hislop,—a fact
thus proved,—what Avas to prevent him (the counsel)
from going also to the haunts of the tcibernian Solons,
or anyAvhere else in the regions of fancy, for the theory
that Mr. Napier, or some plotter for him in the shape
of Mrs. Kemp or John Cowie, substituted the dead
child of a stranger for the living one of his Avife, and
bribed the nui'se Temple to tell the tale she had told ?
to which she would be the more ready by the golden
promptings of the woman Isabel Napier, the niece
whose brother would, in the event of the stratagem
being concealed, succeed to the estate of Eastleys
At the conclusion of these pleadings, the judges' were

mclined to be even more humorous than they had been
previous to the issuing of the commission, for they had

^ judgment against the
oiphan The president (Braxfield), it is said, indulgedm a joke, to the effect that he had read somewhere—it

TvidT''
religious a man to say Avhere—of a

itfto sirf
“Others

; he would

nt be Te he would
one, but here the claim was set up by Death

^ personification could be^owed) on the other, and they could not folC the
“ene of their lord-ships would hke to see the grim claimant at the bar to
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receive liis half. And so they chuckled, as judges

sometimes do, at their own jokes—generally very bad

—altogether oblivious of the fable of the frogs who

could see no fun in a game which was death to them
;

for, as we have indicated, the opinion of a great

majority was against the claim of the young woman :

nor would the decision have been suspended that day,

had not Mr. Andrews risen and made a statement

—

perhaps as fictitious as a counsebs conscience would

permit—to the effect that the agent (Mr. White) had

procured some trace of the butler Cowie, who could

throw more light on the case than Death had done,

and that if some time were accorded to complete the

inquiry, something might turn up which would alter

the complexion even of this Protean mystery. The

request was gi'anted.

But, in truth, Mr. Andrews’ suggestion was simply

a bit of ingenuity, intended to ward olT an unfavourable

judgment, and allow a development of the chapter of

accidents ;— a wise policy; for as the womb of Time is

never empty, so Fate writes in the morning a chapter

of every man’s life of a day, fit which in the evening

ho is sometimes a little surprised. No trace had yet

been got of Cowie
;

it was not even known whether

he was alive. But if wo throw some fourteen days

into the wallet-bag of Saturn, wo may come to a day

wluu’eupon a certain person, in an inn far down in a

valley of Westmoreljiud, and in the little town called

K irl )y Lonsdale, was busy reading the Caledouian Mer-

enrf/—for it was not more easy to say where the

winged J\!cveuvy of that time would not go, than it is

to tell where a certain insect without wings, “ which

aye travels south,” might not be found in Lngland as

an immigrant. It was at least no wonder that the paper

should contain an account o( the romance wrapped up
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In the case Napier versus Napier
;
and certainly, if we

could have judged from the face of the individual, we
would have set him down as one given to the reading
of riddles

;
for, after he had perused the paragraph, he

looked as if he kncAV more about that case than all the
fifteen, with the macers to boot. Nor was he con-
tented v ith an indication of a mere look of wisdom ; he
actually burst out into a laugh— an expression won-
drously unsuited to the gravity of the subject. You
u ho lead this will no doubt suspect that we are merely
shading this man for the sake of effect r and this is true

]

but you are to remember that, while we are chroniclers
of thmp nysterious, we Avork for the advantage to

3 011
of putting into your power to venture a shrewd guess

;

in making Avhich, you are only working in the destined
vocation of man, for the Avorld is only guesswork all
OA'^er, and you yourself are onl^' guesswork as a part of
it. The reader of the Mercury was A’erily iMr. John
Cowie, whilom butler to Mr. John Napier, and now
Avaiter in the Lonsdale Arms of the obscure Kirby a
place like Peebles, Avhere, if you Aidant ed to deposit a
secret, you could do so by crying it out at the market-
cross

;
and, moreover, he Avas verily in possession of the

key to the Napier mystery.
Accordingly, Mr. White of Mill’s Court in two days

afterwards received a letter, informing him that John
Cowie was the writer of the same, and that, if a reason-
able consideration were held out to him, he Avould pro-
ceed to the northern metropolis, and there settle for
ever a case Avhich apparently had kept the newsmongers
of Edinburgh in aliment for a length of time much ex-
ceeding the normal nine days. Opportune and happilycome m the very nick of time as tl.e iatter wasllj
the de ay allowed by the court had all but expired—Mr. ^\ lute saw the danger of promising anything which

395
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could be construed into a reward
;
but he could use

other means of decoying the shy bird into his meshes

;

and these he used in his answer with such effect, that

the man wlio could solve the mystery was in Edinburgh
at the end of a week. Nor was Mr. White unprepared

to receive him, for he had previously got a commission

to examine him and take his deposition : but then an

agent likes to know what a witness will say before he

cites him
;
and the canny Scotchman, of all men in the

world, is the most uncanny if brought to swear Avithout

some hope of being benefited by his oath. There was,

therefore, need of tact as Avell as delicacy
;
and Mr.

White contrived in the first place to get his man to take

up his quarters in the house in Mill’s Court. A good

supper and chambers formed the first demulcent—Ave

do not say bribe, because, by a legal fiction, all eating

and drinking is set doAvn to the score of hospitality. A
Scotch breakfast folloAved in the morning, at Avhich

Avere present Mrs. White and Mrs. Hislop, and our

favourite Henney—the last of Avhom, spite of all the

efforts of lier putative mother to keep from her the

secret of her birth and prospects, had caught the infec-

tion of the general topic of the city, and AA^ondered at

her strange fortune, much as the paladin in the “ Or-

lando” did Avhen he got into the moon. No man can

precognosce like a Avoman, and here Avere three
;
but

[)erhaps they might have all failed, had it not been for

the natural art of Henney, Avho, out of pure goodness and

gratitude, Avas so delighted Avith the man Avhohad rolled

lier in a blanket and sent her to her beloA^ed mothei',

as she still called her, that she promised to make him
butler at Eastleys, and keep him comfortable all his days.

“ Noaa^,” said the cautious agent, “ this promise of

Henney’s is not made in consideration of your giving

evidence for her before the commissioner.”
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“ I’m thinking of nothing but her face,” said John.
“ I could swear to it out of a thousand

;
and Heaven

bless her ! for I think I am again in the once happy
house in Meggat’s Land.”
And John pretended he was wiping a morsel of eo-g

from Ins mouth, while the handkerchief was extended
as far as the eye.

“ A terrible night that was,” he continued. “ Mrs.
Aapier had been in labour all day; and when Mrs.
iemp told me to tell my master that my lady had
been delivered of twins ”

cried they all, as if moved by some
sympathetic chord which ran from heart to heart.

.. .

twins, he repeated
;
“ one dead, and anotherliving—even jmu yourself, Henney, who are as like

} our father as if there never had been a Captain Pres-ton in the world.”
^ ^

nofsatSf
Pi-ecognosced. We neednot say that he was that very day examined before the

i,3Z"r p--™' d-

zz chZ rzS’iidve reterred. The case was no lono^er
» puzzle

; and accordingly a decision woe «•*

favour of Henrieua, whoZb/weTavo ofrere“S louZt’”'’
7*“ '7''P”S f™” darkness into

Hkin ,

afterwards, the heiress, with Mrs.
p aongside, and John Cowie on the driver’s b.o-’

Heraotr.L“‘'Zr ^ nZ
hat of a kind ofrdolgerZndT b

“''"r

rhoi rbf f Z* atop her”

Henney to inn "“T’‘ <'<’«“”es of

what Jere the^subV'
’™.

f
““'''ad, and

bevttn rfiZ fa'l-aea of a life so strangelyi^egun, wiU do well to go to Eastleys
^ ^



36 TALES or THE BORDERS.

THE ORPHAN.

About forty years ago, a post-chaise was a sight more
novel in the little hamlet of Thorndean, than silk gowns
in country churches during the maidenhood of our

great-grandmothers
;
and, as one drew up at the only

public-house in the village, the inhabitants, old and

young, startled by the unusual and merry sound of its

wheels, hurried to the street. The landlady, on the

first notice of its approach, had hastily bestowed upon

her goodly pei'son the additional recommendation of a

clean cap and apron
;
and, still tying the apron-strin gs,

ran bustling to the door, smiling, colouring, and

courtesying, and courtesying and colouring again, to

the yet unopened chaise. Poor soul ! she knew not

well how to behave—it was an epoch in her annals of

innkeeping. At length the coachman, opening the

door, handed out a lady in widow’s weeds. A beauti-

ful, golden-haired child, apparently not exceeding five

years of age, sprang to the ground without assistance,

and grasped her extended hand. “ What an image o’

beauty I” exclaimed some half-dozen bystanders, as the

fair child lifted her lovely face of smiles to the ej^es of

her mother. The lady stepped feebly towards the inn,

and though the landlady’s heart continued to practise

a sort of fluttering motion, which communicated a

portion of its agitation to her hands, she waited upon

her unexpected and unusual guests with a kindliness

and liumility that fully recompensed for the expertnOvSS

of a practised waiter. About half an hour after the
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arrival of her visitors, she was seen bustling from the
door, her face, as the villagers said, bursting with
impoitance. Ihey were still in gx’oups about their
doors, and in the middle of the little street, discussing
the mysterious arrival; and, as she hastened on her
mission, she was assailed with a dozen such Questions
as these-<‘Wat ye wha she is?” “Is she o^ gre"
body ?” “ Hae ye ony guess what brought her here ?”
and, “Is yon bonny creature her ain bairn ?” But to
these and sundry other interrogatories, the important
hostess gave for answer, “Hoot, I hae nae time to
haver the noo.” She stopped at a small, but certainly
the most genteel house in the village, occupied by a
Mrs. Douglas, who, in the country phrase, Avas a very
douce, decent sort of an old body, and the widow of a
ameionian minister. In the summer season Mrs.
oug as let out her little parlour to lodgers avIio

visued the village to seek health, or for a few weeks’
retirement. She tvas compelled to do this from the
narrowness of her circumstances; for, though she was
a clever-handed woman,” as her neighbours said
she had a sair fecht to keep up an appearance ony’way like the thing ava.” In a few minutes Mis.

h»ouglas, m a clean cap, a muslin kerchief round her
neck, a quilted black bombazine gown, and snow-white
p on followed the landlady up to the inn. In ashort time she returned, the stranger lady leaning upon

he good people ot Thoradean, „ot,vithsta„di, g allheu surmises and mqnmes, were iio wiser regnrdino

wasVeTr‘”r’
IZ S 1r ,

“ "ho ''“S one of the

Revolution
; and the mother and her oliild becium:
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known in the village by the designation of “Mrs.

Douglas’s twa pictures !
”—an appellation bestowed on

them in reference to their beauty.

The beautiful destroyer, however, lay in the mother’s

heart, now paling her cheeks like the early lily, and

again scattering over them the rose and the rainbow.

Still dreaming of recovery, about eight months after

her arrival in Thorndean, death stole over her like a

sweet sleep. It was only a few moments before the

angel hurled the fatal shaft, that the truth tell upon

her soul. She was stretching forth her hand to her

work-basket, her lovely child was prattling by her

knee, and Mrs. Douglas smiling like a parent upon

both, striving to conceal a tear while she smiled, when

the breathing of her fair guest became difficult, and

the rose, which a moment before bloomed upon hei

countenance, vanished in a fitful streak. She flung

her feeble arms around the neck of her child, who

now wept upon her bosom, and exclaimed, “ Oh ! my

Elizabeth, who will protect you now, my poor, poor

orphan?” Mrs. Douglas sprang to her assistance.

Slie said she had much to tell, and endeavoured to

speak; but a gurgling sound only was heard in her

throat
;

she panted for breath ;
the rosy streaks,

deepening into blue, came and went tipon her cheeks

like the midnight dances of the northern lights; her

eyes flashed with a nioincntary brightness moie than

mortal, and the spirit fled. The fair orphan still clung

lo the neck, atul kissed the yet warm lips of her dead

iiiol/her.

As yet h1i(3 wiis loo young lio see nil tlic circiiriness o

the desolation around her; but she was indeed an

orphan in the most cruel meaning of the word, llei

mother had preserved a mystery over her soiiows and

the circumstances of her lile, which Mrs. Douglas had
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never endeavoured to penetrate. And now she was
left to be as a mother to the helpless cliild, for sheknew not ,f she had another friend

; and all that she

humbfe St

° was recorded on the

resum me of Isabella Morion, ui£n, of cJfZ
The wliol.

** “ stranger, bat beloved."

heir by the death of her mother did not amount tohlty pounds, and amongst the pronertv nr>

he“ reTath-el ir If T , r" "P°"er lelatives, or if she had any. But the heart of Mrs
•

® adopted her as a daughter- andcrctttnscrtbed os her circumstanoes were 1l,e tktS^t He who provided food for the vmybU™ ofeaven, wou d provtde the orphan’s morsel.
^

-«urand‘'irbe:V"L
tlie joy of her airp n T.iF

^ Protector, and

" ppy'“ %tuf eT"

’

br

“

did Iter e'^ninTtrr*’ -d\fte„
into a smile And t

^
K \ friend’s sigh

hills, to the sttard oT
neighbouring

ville, who, about the time^oT 1

"^med Sommer-

purchased the estate of T1 orttn
beloved, for he was a hard mastei an Taand more than once he had been seent tl

grave of Mrs. Morton. This L o^er the

'vhisperings respecting the biSh^'t”^^ rr‘
""

ile had no children • and? u
^ h>ooT Elizabeth.licJren

, and a nephew, who resided in his
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house, Avas Tinderstood to be Iiis heir. William Sorn-
merville was about a year older than our fair orphan

;

and ever, as he could escape the eye of his uncle, he
would fly to the village to seek out Elizabeth as a
playmate. And now, while she tended the few sheep,
he would steal round the hills, and placing himself by
her side, teach her the lessons he had that day been
taught, while his arm in innocence rested on her neck,
their glowing cheeks touched each other, and her
golden curls played around them. Often were their

peacelul lessons broken by the liarsh voice and the
blows of his uncle. But still AVilliam stole to the
presence of his playmate and pupil, until he had com-
pleted his fourteenth year

;
wlien he was to leave

Ihorndean, preparatory to entering the army. He
was permitted to take a hasty farewell of the villagers,

lor they all loved the boy
;
but he went only to the

cottage of Mrs. Douglas. As he entered, Elizabeth
wept, and he also burst into tears. Their aged friend
beheld the yearnings of a young passion that might
terminate in sorrow

;
and taking his hand, she prayed

CJod to prosper him, and l)a,de him farewell. She was
leading him to the door, when Elizabeth raised her
t earl 111 eyes

;
he beliehl them, and read their meaning,

and, lea})iiig forward, threw his arms round her neck,
and printed the first kiss on lier forehead !

“ Do not

forget me, Elizabeth,” he cried, and hurried from the

house.

Seven years from this period passed away. The lovely

girl was now transformed into the elegant woman, in the

summer ma jesty of her beauty. For four years Eliza-

beth liad kept a school in the village, to whicli lu*r

gentleness and winning manners drew prosperity; and
her grey-haired benefactress enjoyed the reward of lier

bimevolence. Preparations were making at Thorndean
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Hall for the reception of William, who was now re-urmng as Lieutenant Sommerville. A post-cliaise inthe village had then become a sight less rare; but
several cottagers were assembled before the inn to wel-come the young laird. He arrived, and with him a

had tlTl f “Se- Theymerely become acquainted as travelling compan-

few d^v^ ™ “VT'T“ “ew days. The footpath to the Hall lay through thec lurchyard, about a quarter of a mile from the vilhae

ti-Jr IT Elizabeth was wont to'r® :
re to It between school hours, and frequently to spend

gra^^
meditation over her mother’s

her attention saying, “ Elizabeth—Miss Morton »

” iie

riend“Z accompanied by hS

and mS, fnd thtd^ontTlS ‘'“'d's on sii:etrr ’

and again wept. "Ladyr he e^SSmed
nnserable n,an_what was the name r “

--who the family of youn father^Lr'nr'

'

plore you ! .. ai„s ] l neitUe7- "Z T’
Morton,” cried the stranger • “ T
daughter once, and my Isabella’s

^

M'hile he yet spoke tL em ^
o

^ ®
'I'"'®

*^'3^ ^^ce !

”

to meet his nephew H'
drew near

met. “ Sommervnie
I ’’ exclaimerth

stranger’s

Eke^thS” "iacTem"^^^

He rudely gL^p^d theartof^^^
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him away. The intei'esting stranger accompanied Eliza-

beth to the house of Mrs. Douglas. Painful were his

inquiries
;

for, while they kindled hope and assurance,
they left all in cruel uncertainty. Oh, sir!” said
Mrs. Douglas. “ if ye be the faither o’ my blessed bairn,
I dinna wonder at auld Sommerville growing black in

the face wlien he saw ye ;
for, when want came hard

upon our lieels, and my dear motherless and faitherless

bail’ll was driven to herd his sheep by the brae-sides—tliere wad the poor, dear, delicate bairn (for she was
as delicate then as she is bonnie now) been lying—the
slicep a’ feeding round about her, and her readin’ at

her Bi!)le, just like a little angel, her lee lane, when the
brute wad come sleekin’ down ahint her, an’ giein’ her
a drive wi’ his foot, cursed her for a little lazy some-
thing I’m no gaun to name, an’ rugged lier bonnio
yellow hair, till he had the half o’ it torn out o’ her
head; or the monster wad riven the blessed book out
o’ licr hand, an’ thrown it wi’ an oath as far as he could
di’ive. l>ut iho nephew was aye a bit fine callant

;
only,

ye ken, wi’ my Vaiirn’s prospects, it wasna my part to

encourage ony thing.”
Eagerly did the stranger, who gave his name as

(\)lonel Morion, hang over the fair being who had
cMHijUrod uj) the sunshine of his youth. One by one,

he was we<'j)ing and tracing every rememliered feature

of his wife upon her face, when doubt again entered

his mind, and he exclaimed in bittiMuess, “ Merciiul

111•aven I couviiuje me I Oh, convince mo tliat I have
(bund my child I” The few trirdvcts that belonged to

Mrs. Morton had been parlud with in the do[it.h of

h(»r poverty. .At that, moment Lientenant Sommerville
hastily (*ntered the (‘oM age. Ilc^ stated that his uncle

liad left the Hall, and delivered a letter from him to

(’/olonel Morton. It. was of few words, and as follows:
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“Mokton,—We were rivals for Isabella’s love: you
were made bappy, and I zniserable. But I have not
been unrevenged. It was I who betrayed you into the
hands of the enemy. It was I who reported you deadwho caused the tidings to be hastened to your widowed
wife, and followed them to England. It was I who
poisoned the ear of her friends, until they cast her off

•

ogged her to her obscurity, that I might enjoy

yJt I wiT?
’ thwarted me as you had done.

giave where we met yesterday; and the lady beforew lom you wept—is your own daughter.”
He cast down the letter, and exclaimed, “ My child 'my long lost child ! ” And, in speechless joy, the fatlmi^and the daughter rushed to each other’s ams. Shall

laL'^^l Ttf
^ ®«"“«ierville left his native

wim atd PI
with his presence.

catching love and recollections from the scene In a fewmonths her father bestowed on him her hand, and mS!
bleKto^.’

npon both her
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THE BURGHER’S TALES.

THE BROWNIE OF THE WEST BOW.

I CANNOT say SO niucli for tlic autlieiiticity of the legend

I am now to relate, as I have been able to do for some

of the others in this collection ;
but that is no reason,

hope, for its failing to interest the reader, who makes

it a necessary condition of his acceptance, that a legend

shall keep within the bounds of human nature : not

tliat any one of us can say what these bounds are, for

every day of our experience is extending them in both

the inner and outer worlds; and we never can be very

sure whether the things which rise upon the distant

horizon of our nocturnal visions are less unstable and

uncertain than those tliat exist under our noses. Irue

it is, at any rate, that the legend was narrated to me

in a meagre form by a lady, sufficiently ancient to be

supposed to be a lover of strange stones, and not inia-

iliiiativc or wicked enough to concoct them.

That part of Edinburgh called the West Bow was, at

the date of our legend, the tinsmiths’ quarter ;
a fact

which no one who chanced to walk down that way

could have doubted, unless indeed he was deal. Among

tlic fraternity there was one destined to live m anna s

even with more posthumous notoriety than he ot tie

same place and craft, wlio long got the credit of being

,,!u.or of the “ T.md o’ the Leal.” ILs name was

Thomas, or, according to the Scottish way of

ing it, Tanmuis Dodds
;
who, with a wife going

the domestic euphuism of Jenny, occupied as a dwcllii „
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}ious6 3- snicill flcit of tHroG rooniSj in tliG nGJir nGigliboiir-
nood of his 'workshop. Tliis couple had lived together
five years, Avithout having any children procreated of
their bodies, or any quarrel born of their spirits

;
and

thus they might have lived to the end of their lives,
if a malign influence, born of the devil, had not got
possession of the husband’s heart.

This influence, Avhich we may be permitted by good
Calvinists to cal! diabolical, was, as a consequence, not
only in its orig-in, but also in its medium, altogether
extraneous to our couple. For so far as regards ^frs
Jenny Dodds, she was, as much as a good wife coidd
be, free from any great defects of conduct

;
and as for

the tinsmith himself, he had Iiitherto lived so sober and
douce a life, that we cannot avoid the notion, that if he
had not been subject to aiblins a great temptation,”
he would not have become the victim of the arch-
enemy. Thus much we say of the dispositions of the
tivo parties

; and were it not that certain peculiarities
belonged to Jenny which, as reappearing in an after-
par 0 our stoiy, it is necessary to know, we would
not have gone further into mere character—an element

iich has little to do generally Avith legends, except

developed through them. The first of these peculfari-
les was a settled conviction that she had as good a

^ Dodds, as being her property, asshe had dnink of the waters of St. Kevin. Nor was

kv herr^'"’" i could

whirl
•

particular part of Sacred Writ

“ One 'm
^ cf the generally-received maxim,

dou^t T\ o-n-” No
tith a l^rv ^chime

did nnt J
‘different meaning; but then Mrs. DoddsdKl not u.s/1 to remember that, or to obey it whenX



46 TALES OF THE BORDERS.

did remember it
;
and we are to consider, without

going back to that crazy school of which a certain

Aristippus was tlie dominie, that wishing or not wishing
lias a considerable influence upon the aspects of moral
trutli, if it does not exercise over them a kind of

legerdemain of which we are unconscious, whereby it

changes one of these aspects into another, even when
these are respectively to each other as white is to black.

This “ claim of right” does not generally look peaceful.

No more it should
;

for it is clearly enough against

nature
;
and one seldom kicks at her without getting

sore toes. True enough, there do appear cases where
it seems to work pretty well

;
but when they are in-

quired into, it is generally found either that the husband
is a simpleton, submitting by mere inanity, or a man
who has resisted to the uttermost, and is at last crumpled
up by pure “ Caudlish” iteration and perseverance.
How Tammas took it may yet appear.

Ih'oceeding with the peculiarities : anotlier of these

was, that Mrs. Dodds, like her of Auchtermuchty, or

Mrs. Grumlie, carried domesticity to devotion, scarcely

anything in the world having any interest to her soul save

what was contained in the house—fi'om Tammas, the

chief article of furniture, down, through the mahogany
tal)le, to tlie porridge-pot

;
clouting, mending, darning,

cleaning, scouring, washing, scraping, wringing, drying,

roasting, boiling, stewing, being all of them done with

such <luty, love, and intensity of purpose, that they

were vej’i table sacrifices to the lares. This was doubt-

less a virtue
;
and as doubtless it was a vice, insomuch

as, if we l)elievo another old Greek pedagogue of the

name of Aristotle, “all virtue's are medial vices, and
all vices extreme virtues.” How Tammas viewed this

(piestion may also «app('ar. But we may proceed to

state, that Mrs. Jam^t Dodds was not content witli
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doing all those things with such severity of love or
duty She was always telling herself what she in-

f moment or afterwards.
1 Jus pan needs to be scoured.” “ Thae "stockingsmaun be d.jrned ” “ This sark is as black as the lumand n,aun be plotted.” “ The floor needs scrubbing.”

and b) n«y faith it says true and so on. Nor did its.gn.fy much whether Tliomas or any other person wasn. the Imuse at the time-the words were not intended

in telhng them with a stedfastness which only the ears

t'rt r“„„r
‘ ““j-

II ,

c "cis not, as so many are, deaved with

» i.i.nhri.ori' o'r.w“‘ Tr r?

psidm everv Snn/I
^ the same

ihri^M ‘^.r ?
^ “'J'iilion to these

he fom, or colour of her dre£ o !h« r °n'"'F
'romen in EJinbureh hid he., t’ k

“

fear of offending mortals, would
^ angels, for

nymph Iris from wToI
^ ^^chewed the

and dipt thrir «dn« r tints,

io the presence of Se dou« Iud“i^?''
With all .1 • .. .

°‘*ngnters of men.

tands would tem”'some^^of
hfe cf Tliomas and .Janet Dcdds might Im,.
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gone on for another five years, and five to that, if it

had not been tliat Thomas, in a weary hour, cast a

glance with a scarlet ray in it on a certain ISIary Blyth,

who lived in the Grassmarket—a woman of whom oiir

legend says no more than that she was a widow, besides

being fair to the eye, and pleasant to the eai* e

could wish that we had it not to say j
but as truth is

more valuable than gold, yea, refined gold, we are

under the necessity of admitting that that red ray be-

tokened love, if an aflTection of that kind coxild be called

by a name so hallowed by the benedictions of poets and

the songs of angels. \ou must take it in yo\ir own

way, and willi your own construction ;
but however

that may be, we must all mourn for the fearful capa-

bilities within us, and the not less awful potentialities

in the powers without—the one hidden from us up to

the moment when the others appear, and all -wrestling

with the enemy prevented by what is often nothing less

than a fatal charm. From that moment, Thomas l^odds

was changed after t.hc manner of action of moral poisons,

for wc are to rcmeniber that while the ph^ sical kill, the

other only transmute, and the transmutation vta>/ he

from any good below grace to any evil above the devil.

'J'his change in the mind of the husband included his

manner of viewing those ])eculiarities in the mental

constitution of danet to which we have alluded. Her

desire to rule him was now rebellion; her devotion to

“ hiis.syskep” was nothing better than mercenary grub-

bing; iier adlu'sion to her hoddon-grey was vulgar allec-

lation; and as to her monologues, l.hey wore, evidence

of insanity. Such changes in reference toother objects

ha])pen to every one of us every day in the year, only

•we don’t look at and e.xamine them ;
nor, il we did,

could we reconcile them to any theory of the mind

all that we, can say being, that. i( w«' love a certain ob'
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ject, we hate any other which comes between us and
our gratification

;
and thus, just as Mr. Thomas Dodds

loved Mrs. Mary Blyth, so in an equal ratio he hated
his good helpmate Jenny. And then began that other
wonderful process called reconciliation, whereby the
wish gradually overcomes scruples through the cunning
mean of ftilsifying their aspects. Whereunto, again
t le new mistress contributed in the adroit way of all
such wretches-instilling into his ear the moral poison
which deadened the apperception of these scruples at
the same time that it brought out the advantages of
isregarding them. The result of all which was, thateunys husband, of whom she had made a slave for

his own good and benefit, as she thought, and’ not
without reason, arrived, by small degrees, and by
relays of new motives, one after another, at the con-
c iision of actually removing her from this big worldand of course also from that little one to her so dear’even that of her household empire.

’

A resolution this, which, terrible and revolting as it

ZInToZ:: l^appily beyond the inuence of the wish, was far more easily formed thanexecuted
; for Natiire-although improvident hersdfher children, swallowing them up in thousands by

Seinirthe’
machinery, and drowning

one of the
* iiploads is very careful to defend

baud could°^th-°‘7”*r
scheme the hus-

and one by one was laid aside, till he came to that ofpiecipitating his faithful Jenny, as if by accident into

whlrerr’-"/’'' “Utch contained as many secrets in its bosom as that

a rertlhTnffi^^
removed from

3 g Jenny out at night, and down
3b(i
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Cruiistouii’s Close, and to west of the foot thereof,

where the said deep pool was, for no other ostensible

purpose in the world than to see the moon shedding

her beams on the surface of the water—an object not

half so beautiful to her as the clear tin pan made by

her own Tammas, and in which she made her porridge

every morning. But the adage about the will and

the way is of such wondrous universality, that one

successful effort seems as nothing in the diversity of

man’s inventions
]
and so it turned out to be compara-

tively easy to get Janet out one evening for the reason

that her husband did not feel very well, and would

like his supper the better for a walk along the edge

of the loch, in which, if it was her pleasure, she would

not refuse to accompany him. So pleasant a way ol

putting the thing harmonized with Janet’s love of rule,

and she agreed upon the condition she made with her-

self, by means of the eternal soliloquy, that she would

put on the stew to be progressing towards unctuous-

ness and tenderness before they went. Was that to be

Janet’s last act of her darling hussyskep ? It would

not be consistent Avitli our art were we to tell you;

l)ut this mucli is certain, that Janet Dodds went down

Cranstoun’s Close along with her beloved laminas,

tiuit shortly after she was plunged by him into the said

deep Iiole of the loch, and cruelly left there to sink or

swim, while he hastened back to tell his new love, Mvs,

Blyth, how desperately he had done her bidding. But

sometimes running away has a bad look; and it hap-

l»ened that as 'riiomas was hurrying up the dark close,

he met Ji neighbour brother of the cralt, who cried to

him, “What, hoi Tammas Dodds; whaur frae and

wliaur tae, man?” To which, seeing how the act of

running away wt)uld look in the Justiciary Court, he

rtMiIied wllh W(>iiderlul luviMillon for tht' inomcul, that
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Janet had fallen into the deep pool of the loch, and
that though he had endeavoured to get her out, he had
failed, by reason of his not being able to swim, and
that he Avas running to get some one to help to save
her, whereupon he entreated his brother craftsman to
go Avith him to the spot, and help him to rescue his
beloved Avife, if she Averen’t yet dead. So aAvay they
Avent, in a great hurry, but to no purpose

;
for when

they came to the said pool, no vestige of a creature
being therein they could see, except some air-bubbles
reflecting the moonbeams, and containing, no doubt,
the living breath of the droAvned woman.
Nor Avhen the terrible neAvs was spread through the

city, and a boat and drags were made to do their utter-
most, under the most willing hands, could the body be
found.^ It Avas knoAvn that the bank there Avas pretty
steep in declivity, and the presumption Avas, that the
body had rolled doAvn into the middle of the loch,
where, in consequence of the muddiness of the Avater*’
It would be difficult to find it. The efforts were con-
tinued next morning, and day by day, for a week
with no better success, tiU at last it was resolved to
Avait for “the bursting of the gall-bladder,” when
no doubt, Mrs. Janet Dodds’s body Avould rise and
SAvim on the top of the Avaters. An event this which
did not occur till about three weeks had passed

; at the

TA^ .ij

ich time a crowd of people appeared at Mr.
Dodds s door, bearing a corpse in a white sheet It
was received by the disconsolate Thomas with becom-ing resignation, and laid on the bed, even the marriage-
bed, realizing that strange meeting of two ends which
equalizes pain and pleasure, and reduces the product
0 . Nor Avere many hours allowed to pass Avhendecayed and defaced as it was, it was consigned to a

cof.^in Avithout Mr. Dodds being able to brincr l.is re
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solution to the sticking point of trying to recognise m
the confused mass of muscle and bone, forming what

was once a face, the lineaments of her who had been

once his pride, and now, by his own act, had become

his shame and condemnation in the sight of Heaven.

Next day she was consigned to the tomb, in so solemn

a manner, that if man were not man, one wotdd have

had a difficulty in recognising in that gentle hand that

held the head-cord, and dropped it so softly on the

coffin, the same member which drove the innocent

victim into the deep waters.

There is a continuous progress in all things ;
a fact

which we know only after we get hold of the clue.

And so, when Mrs. Mary Blyth appeared as Mrs. Mary

Dodds, in room of the domesticated Jenny, it was m
perfect accordance Avith the law of cause and effect. No

doubt they did their best to be happy, as all creatures

do, even the devil’s children, only in a wrong shaft ;
but

they had made that fearful miscalculation, which is the

wages of sin, when they counted upon conscience as a

pimp to their pleasures, in place of a king’s-evidence

against them, that king being the Lord of heaven and

earth. And so it turned out in the course ol several

year.s, that, as their love lost its fervour, their respec-

tive monitors acquired greater power in pleading the

cause of her who was dead, and convincing them,

against their will (for the all-powerful wish has no

virtue here), Miat they had done a cruel thing, lor

which they were amenable to an avenging guardian ol

the everlasting element of good in nature’s dualism.

Yet, strange enough, each of the two kept his luu ui

„wii 8ecr<‘l. Tlu'ir hearts burued, even as the lire

which consunies tl'ie wicked, under the siiiol lei o .i.

forced silonce—itself a torment and an agony
,
yea,

,„.ilher of the two wo.il I mention the. name ol Jenny
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Dodds for the entire world. And there was more than

a mutual fear that one should know what the other

thought. Each was under a process of exculpation

and inculpation—a mutual blaming of each other in

their hearts, without ever yet a word said to indicate

their thoughts. It was the quarrel of devils, who
make the lesser crime a foil to show the greater, and
call it a virtue for the reason that they would rather

be the counterfeits of good than the base metal of evU
;

yet with no advantage, for hypocrisy is only the glow
Avhich conceals the Avorm in its retreat within it. The
plea of the Avife Avas, that she Avas courted by the man,
and that although she might have wished Jenny out
of the way, and hinted as much, she never meant
actual murder

;
Avhile his, again, Avas the old BarnAvell

charge, that his better nature had been corrupted by
the Avoman, and that he did it at her suggestion, and
under the influence of her siren poAver. They thus got
gradually into that state of feeling by Avhich the run-
away convicts from a penal settlement were actuated,
Avhen, toiling aAvay through endless brakes and SAvamps
where neither meat nor drink could be procured, they
Avere so maddened by hunger, that each, with a con-
cealed knife under his sleeve, watched his neighbour
for an opportunity to strike

]
nor could one dare to fall

behind, AArithout the suspicion being raised in the minds
of his companions, that he was to execute his purpose
when they were cff their guard. So like, in other
respects too

; for these men, afraid to speak their
thoughts of each other, journeyed on in deep silence,
and each was ready to immolate his friend at the altar
of selfishness, changed into a bloodthirsty Dao-on by the
fiends Hunger and Thirst.

°

The years were now to be counted as seven since
anet Dodds Avas plunged into the deep pool of the
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North Loch, and the state of mind of the married

criminals, which we have tried to describe, had been

growing and growing, for two of these years, as if

it threatened to get stronger the older they grew, and

the nearer the period of judgment. One mornmg

when they were in bed—for even yet, while they con-

cealed their thoughts from each other, and the name

of Jenny Dodds was a condemned word in their voca-

bulary even as the sacred name among the Eomans,

they had evinced no spoken enmity to each other

they heard a tirl at the door. The hour was early,

and the douce genius of the grey dawn was dehberat-

incr with herself whether it was time to ^ve pl^e to

her advancing sister, the morning. Mrs. Mary Dodds

rose to answer the knock, and Thomas hstened with

natural curiosity to know who the early visitor was,

and what was wanted. He heard a suppressed scream

of fear from his wife, and the next moment she

came rushing into the room; yet the ^^ever a word

she uttered, and her lips were so white and dry that

you might have supposed that her silence was e

result of organic inability. Nor even when she got

into bed again, and tried to hide her head with the

bed-clothes, did her terror diminish, or her lips become

more obedient to the feeling within ;
so ^at Thomas

knew not what to think, except it was that she had

seen a ghost—not an unnatural supposition at a time

when occult causes and spiritual appearances were as

undoubted as the phenomena of A
many minutes more in ignorance of the cause of ^_
Mary Dodds’s terror, for, upon listening, e leai

one^come into the kitchen, and bolt the door o" ^
inside-so much for his ears

;
then he turned his ej es

to the kitchen, into which he could, as well as the lig
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of the grey daAvn would permit, see from where he lay
;

and what did he see ?

“ How comes it ? whence this mimic shape ?

Tn look and lineament so like onr kind.

Yon might accost the spectral tiling, and say,

‘ Good e’en t’ye.
’ ”

No other than the figure of Mrs. Janet Dodds herself.

Yes, there she was in her old grey dress, busy taking

off that plaid which Thomas knew so well, and hanging

the same upon the peg, where she had hung it so often

for five long years. Thomas was now as completely

deprived of the power of speech as she who lay, equally

criminal as himself, alongside of him
;
but able at least

to look, or rather, unable to shut their eyes, they

watched the doings of the strange morning visitor.

They saw that she was moving about as if she were
intent upon domestic work

;
and, by-and-by, there she

was busy with coals and sticks brought from their re-

spective places, putting on the fire, which she lighted

with the indispensable spunk applied to the spark in

the tinder-box. Next she undertook the sweeping of

the floor, saying to herself—and they heard the words—“It looks as if it hadna been swept for seven years.”

Next she washed the dishes, which had been left on the
table, indulging in the appropriate monologue implying
the necessity of the work. Thereafter it appeared as if

she was dissatisfied with the progress of the fire, for

she was presently engaged in using the bellows, every
blast of which was heard by the quaking couple in bed,
and between the blasts the words came, “ Ower late
for Tammas s breakfast.” So the blowing continued,
till it was apparent enough, from the reflection of the
flame on the wall, that she was succeeding in her efforts.

Jnen, having made herself sure of the fire, she wept
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to the proper place for the porridge goblet, took the

same and put a sufficient quantity of water therein,

placed it on the fire, and began to blow again with the

same assiduity as before, with still interjected sentences

expressive of her confidence that she would overcome

the obstinacy of the coals. And overcome it she did,

as appeared from the entire lighting up of the kitchen.

Was ever Border Brownie so industrious ! Some time

now elapsed, as if she were sitting with due patience till

the water should boil. Thereafter she rose, and they

saw her cross the kitchen to the lobby, where the meal

was kept, then return with a bowl containing what she

no doubt considered a sufficient quantity. T.he stirring

utensil called a ‘‘theedle’* had also got into its propel

place, and by-and-by they heard the sound of the

same as it beat upon the bottom and sides, guided by

an experienced hand, and, every now and then, the

sweltering and totling of the pot. This process was

now interrupted by the getting of the grey basin into

which the porridge behoved to be poured 5
and poured

it was, the process being followed by the sound of

“ the clauting o’ tlie laggan,” so familiar to Scotch ears.

“ Now it’s ready for him,” said the figure, as it moved

across the kitchen again, to get the spoon and the

bowl of milk, both of which they saw her place beside

(he basin.

All things being thns completed according to the

Intention of the industrious rvorlcer, a period of silence

intervened, as if she had been taking a. rest in the

eliair which stood by the fire. A most ominous inter-

lude, for every moment the couple in bed expected

that si 10 w'ould enter the bedroom, were it tor nothing

else than to “ inliinatc breakfast;" an intimation

which, if one could have judged by their erect hair

iind the sweat that stood in big flrops on their brows,
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they were by no means prepared for. They were not
to be subjected to this fearful trial, for the figure fsowe must persist in calling it) was seen again to cross
the kitchen, take down the plaid, and adjust it over
t le head according to the manner of the times. They
t len leard her draw the bolt, open the door, and shut
the same again after her as she departed. She was

Ml. Thomas Dodds and his wife now began to be able
0 reathe more freely. The hair resumed its flexibility,and the sweat disappeared

;
but, strange as it may seenV

ley neyei exchanged a word with each other as to who
e yisi or was, nor as to the morning’s work she hadso industriously and silently (with the exception of hermono ogues) executed. Too certain in their convictions

A. ith that of her they had so cruelly put out of the wavthey seemed to think it needless to question each otheT^and, in^pendently of this, the old terror of the conscience
s sufficient to seal their lips noAv, as it had done for a

avsngement of the crime upon the other” *rappelr''

S;° “ ‘he mearnime,ZSg
scieucM were ™°“o*ina

"'eir 'on-

flara a •
m vaiii

; and if Thomas wac

Hudness atW of pre^ariuTS fcf ff”'™

spouse. Under these thr'ht, fh ,
!>»

with falterinv sten and r i
repaired

There
td^'t"

'

P«ed from what they had seen and Teard Teh
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looked with a shudder at the basin of porridge as if

it had been invested with some terrible charm—nay,

might it not have been poisoned ?—a thought which
rushed instantaneously into the head of Thomas, and
entirely put to flight the prior hypothesis that he had
been favoured by tliis special gift of cookery. The basin

was accordingly laid aside by hands that trembled to

touch it, and fear was a suflTicient breakfast for both of

them on that most eventful morning.

This occurrence, as may readily be supposed, was
kept a profound secret. They both saw that it might
be the forerunner of divine means to bring their evil

deeds to light
;
and, under this apprehension, their taci-

turnity and mutual discontent, if not gi'owing hatred,

continued, broken only by occasional growls and curses,

and the ej.aculat.ions forced out by the inevitable cir-

cumstances of their connection. The effect of the

morning visit was meanwhile most apparent upon the

man who committed the terrible act. He could not

remain in the house, which, even in their happiest

condition, was slovenly kept, showing everywhere the

want of the skilled liands of that queen of housewives,

Mrs, Janet Dodds—so ill-requiled for her devotion to

lier husl)and. Nay, he felt all this as a reproof to him,

and sorely and bitterly lamented tlio fatal act whereby

he had deprived of life the best of wives, and the most

hon(»st and peaceful of womankind. Then the awe of

divine vengeance deepened these shadows of the soul

till he becauK*. moody and melancholy, walking hither

and thither without an object, and in secluded places,

looking f(Narfully around him as if he expected every

moment the spectre visitor of the morning to appear

laJoro him. Nor was he less miserable at home, where

the growing hat red ma.de inait(M*s worse and worse ev^ery

hour, and where, when the grey dawn eaim*, he expected
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another visit and another scene of the same description

as the last.

Nearly a week had thus passed, and it was Sabbath
morning. The tinsmiths’ hammers were silent, the
noisy games of the urchins were hushed, the street of
the Bow resounded only occasionally to the sound of a
foot—all Edinburgh was, in short, under the solemnity
enjoined by the Calvinism so much beloved by the
people

;
and surely the day might have been supposed

to be held in such veneration by ministering spirits,

sent down to earth to execute the purposes of Heaven,
that no visit of the feared shadow would disturb even
the broken rest of the wicked. So perhaps thought
our couple

;
but their thoughts belied them, for just

again, as the dawn broke over the tops of the high
houses, the well-known tirl was heard at the door.
Who was to open it ? For days the mind of the wife
had been made up. She would not face that figure
again

j
no, if all the powers of the world were there to

compel her
; and as for Thomas, conscience had re-

duced the firmness of a man who once upon a time
could kill to a condition of fear and trembling. Yet
terrified as he was, he considered that he was here
under the obligation to obey powers even higher than
his conscience, and disobedience might bring upon him
some evil greater than that under which he groaned.
So up he got, trembling in every limb, and proceeding
to the door, opened the same. What he saw may be
surmised, but what he felt no one ever knew, for the
one reason that he had never the courage to tell it, and
or the other that no man or woman was ever placed in
circumstances from which they could draw any con-
tusion which could impart even a distant analogy.
This much, however, was known : Thomas retreated
instantly to bed, and the visitor, in the same suit of
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hodden-grey, again entered, passed the bolt, took off
hei plaid, hung it up, and began the duties which she
thought were suited to the day and the hour. So much
being thus alike, the couple in the bedroom no doubt
augured a repetition of the old process. They were
right, and they were Avrong. Tlieir eyes were fixed
upon her, and watched her movements

;
but the Avatch

Avas that of the charmed eye, Avhich is said to be Avithout
motive. Ihey saAV her once more go deliberately and
tentily through the old process of putting on the fire,
and they heard again the application of the belloAVs'
every blast succeeding, another Avith the regularity of a
clock, until the kitchen Avas illuminated by the rising
flame. This Avas all that could be called a repetition

;

for in place of going for the porridge goblet, she Avent
diiect foi the tea-kettle, into AA'hich she poured a suf-
ficient quantity of water, saying the while to herself,
“'J'arnmas maun hae his tea breakfast on Sabbath
morning ’*—Avords Avhich Thomas, ns he noAv lay quak-
ing in bed, knew very Avell he had heard before nuiny
a time and oft. Nor Avere the subsctiuent acts less in
accordance Avith the old custom of the dwelling. There
Avas no sweeping of the floor or scouring of pans on the
sacred morning

;
in place of all Avhich she had some-

thing else to do, for surely Ave must suppose that this
gentle visi(,or Avas a good Oalvinist, and AA'oidd perform
only the acts of necessity and mercy. 'I'lieso she had
done in so far as regarded nece.ssity, and noAV they saw
h(jj’ go to th(! sladf on AA’hich the liible avus deposited
a book AA’hich, alas I for seven years had not been
opcmal by l•ither of the guilty pair. Having got Avhat
she Avanled, .she .sat doAA’n by the t.able, opened the
volume at a j)l;ice AVell thumbed, and began to rend
abmd a chaptm* in the (Jorinihians, AA’hich ^I'hoinas
J )odd,s, the more liy reason that he had hcard^ it read
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two hundred and fifty times, knew by heart. 'Ihis

being finished, she turned up a pstilrn, yea, tliat vm y
psalm wliich Janet Dodds had sung every Sunday
morning, and, presently, tlie kitchen \vas resonant witii

the rising notes of the Bangor, as tliey came IVum a
throat trembling Avith devotion—

-

“I Avaitecl on the Lord my God,
And patiently did bear

;

At length to me He did incline

My voice and ciy to hear.

“He took me from a fearful pit,

And from the miry clay.

And on a rock He set my fret,

Establishing my way.”

The service finished, they saw lier rejdace the book
where she liad found it

; and by this time the kettle Avas
spewing from the moutli thereof a volume of steam, as
if it were calling to its old mistress to relieve it from
the heat of the fire

; nor was she long in paying due
obedience. The tea-pot was got where she seenTed to
know it would be found, so also the tea-canister. The
quantity to be put in was a foregone conclusion, and
steadily measured with the spool The water was
poured in, and the utensil placed on the cheek of the
chimney in order to the indispensable inl'usion. Next
the cup and saucer were placed on the table, then fol-
lowed the bread and butter, and tl.e sugar and themdk

;
all being finished' by the words to herself,

Iheres nae egg in the house.” Having thus finished
her work, she took down her plaid, adjusted it care-
ully, opened the door, and departed.
The effect produced by this second spectral appear-

ance could scarcely be exaggerated, yet we suspect youw.n M find ,l of ,I,ot ,<i„d ,vl,ioh is most i„ LJony
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with human nature, except in the case of Mrs. Dodds
the second, wlio lay, as on the former occasion, sweat-

ing and trembling. It was now different with the

husband, on whom apparently had fallen some of the

seeds of the word, as they were scattered by the lips

of the strange visitor, and conscience had prepared the

soil. The constitutional strength of character which

had enabled him to perpetrate a terrible deed of evil,

was ready as a power to achieve his emancipation, and

work in the direction of good. So, without saying a

word of all that had been acted that morning, he rose

and dressed himself, and, going into the kitchen, he

sat down without the fear of j>oison, and partook of the

lueakfast which laid been so strangely prepared for

him, nor was he satisiied till he read the chapter and

psalm with which he had been so long familiar. lie

then returned U) the bedroom, and adilressing his wile

—

“ ^ ou now see,'’ said he, ‘‘that llejiven has found

us out. 'J'hat visitor is nae ither than Mrs. Janet

Dodds returned frae tlie grave, and sure it is that nanc

are permitted to leave that place o’ rest except for a

jmrpose. No, it’s no for naething that Janet Dodds

comes back to her .auld hame. What the [)urpose may

be, the Lord only knows; but this seems to me to be

cl( 3ar enough—that you and 1 maun pairt. You sec

that nae l)reidvfast has been laid tor you, I have taen

mine, and nae harm has come o’t
;
a clear sign that

tlujugh we are baith great criminals, you are considered

to be the warst <>’ the twa. It was you wha put poison

into my ear and cast glamour ower my een
;

it was you

wha egged me on, for ‘ (he lil )S of a strange woman
drop as a hoin*yeonib, and hi*r wt>rils art^ smoother (luin

oil
;
but her feet, take hold of Indl.’ ’Tliat 1 am gviilt-y,

I know
;
and ‘ (hough hand j<^>in in hand, (ho wicked

shall not go un|ninished.’ I will dree niy doom what*
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evei it may be, and so maun you yours
;
but there

may be a difference, and so far as mortal can yet see,
youis will be waur to bear than mine. But, however
a that may be, the time is come when you maun leave
this house. ^ Cast out the strange woman, and conten-
tion shall go out

;
yea, strife and reproach shall cease

but ^ go not forth hastily to strive, lest thou know not
what to do in the end, when thy neighbour hath put
thee to shame.’ Keep your secret frae a’ save the
Loid

j
and may He hae mercy on your soul!”

With which words, savouring as they did of the ob-
jurgations of the black pot to the kettle, Mr. Thomas
Dodds left his house, no doubt in the expectation that
Mrs. Dodds secunda would move her camp, and betake
herself onee more to her old plaee of reldenee tte
(rrassmarket. Where he went that day no man ever
knew, further than that he was seen in the afternoonm bt. Onles’s Church, where, no doubt, he did his best
to make a cheap purchase of immunity to his soul and
body in consideration of a repentance brought on by
pure tear, produced by a spectre

; and who knows but
toat that was a final cause of the spectre’s appearance V

e have seen that it was a kindly spirit, preparing
porridge and tea for him at the same time that it made
his hair stand on end, and big drops of sweat settle upon
his brow or roll down therefrom—a conjunction this ofthe tawse and the jelly-pot, whereby kind and lovino-

d that this kindly dealing with a murderer is con-trary to the ways of Heaven; for, amidst a thousand

Rlhfb aft? f ^ trumpet, save that vile womanKahab at the same time that he slew the young and the

All’wh£hwhich, though we are not, by token of our sins able



64 TALES OF THE BOKDEKS.

to see the reason thereor, is doubtless consonant to a

higher justice—altogether unlike our goddess, who is

represented as blind, merely because she is supposed

not to see a bribe when offered to her by a litigant.

So the penitence of Mr. Thomas Dodds might be a

very dear affair after all, in so much as terror is a con-

dition of the soul which, of all we are doomed to ex-

perience, is the most difficult to beat', especially if it is

a terror of divine wrath. On his return to his house

in the evening, he found that Mrs. Mary had taken him
at his word and decamped, but not without providing

herself with as good a share of the “ goods in com-
munion” as she could, perhaj^s, at two or three returns,

carry off. So was she like Zebulun in all save her

righteousness, for she “ rejoiced in her going out;” nay,

she had some reason, for she had discovered that in a

secret drawer of an old cabinet there was a pose of

gold collected by the industrious hands of ^Irs. Janet,

and unknown to her husband, every piece of which she

carried olf in spite ol’ all fear of the spectre, which, if a

sensible one, might lurve been supposed to be more
irritated at this heedless spoliation than at all the

fJezebel had yet done, with the exception of the coun-

selling her death in the deep hole of the North Loch,

On secnng all this robl^ery, Mr. Dodds became more

and more aware of the bad exchange he had made by

killing Ills good iS|»ouse to enable him to take another,

wlio had merely found more favour in his eyes by

reason of lier good looks; and wo may augur how much
deeper his leeling of regret wovdd have been, had he

known the secret i>ose, so frugall}^ aud prudently laid

U]), perhaps for his sake, at least for the sake of both,

when disease or old ago might overtake them, in a.

world where good and evil, pleasure and pain, a.ppear

to 1)0 lixed quantities, only shoved from one to another
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bj TOsdom and prudence, yet sometimes refusing to be
moved even by these means.

After satisfying himself of the full extent of the
robbery, which, after all, he had brought upon himself,
and very richly deserved, he sat down upon a chair
and began to moralize, after the manner of those late
penitents who have found themselves out to be either
rogues or fools—the number of whom comprehends,
perhaps, all mankind. He had certainly good reason
to be contrite. The angel in the house had become a
spectre, and she who was no angel, either in the house
or out of it, had carried off almost everything of any
value he possessed. Nor did he stop at mere unspoken
contrition, he bewailed in solemn tones his destiny
and then began to cast up all the perfections of good
Janet, the more perfect and beautiful these seemin«- in
proportion as he felt the fear of her reappearance, per-
haps next time, in place of making his breakfast, to run
away with him to the dire place of four letters. AU
her peculiarities were now virtues—nay, the very things
which had appeared to him the most indefensible took
on the aspect of angelic endowments. While her care-
ful housewifery was all intended for his bodily health
and comfort, her perseverance in adhering to the one
chapter and the one psalm was due to that love of
Iteration which inspires those who are never weary of
Avell-doing. And what was more extraordinary, one
verse of the psalm—that which we have quoted—had
special reference to the manner of her death, and her
deliverance from condemnation in the world to comeNo doubt the man ivho meditates upon his own crimeV loUy at the very moment when he is suffering from

^
s arp recalcitrations, is just about as miserable awetch as the reformatory of the world can present •

u when, to the effects upon himself, he is compelled to

397
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think of the cruelty he has exercised towards others

—

and those perhaps found out to be his best friends—we
doubt if there are any words beyond the vocabulary of

the condemned that are sufficient to express his anguish.

Even this did not comprehend all the suffering of Mr.

Dodds, for, was he not under doom without knowing
what form it was to assume, whether the spectre (whose

cookery might be a sham) would choke him, burn him,

or run away with him?
Deeply steeped in this remorseful contemplation,

during which the figure of his ill-used wife flitted

before the eye of his fancy with scarcely less of sub-

stantial reality than she had shown in her spectral

form, he found that he had lost all regard to time.

The night was fast setting in, the shadows of the tall

houses were falling deeper and deeper on the room, and
the Sabbath stillness was a solemn contrast to the per-

turbations inside the chamber of his soul, where “ the

serpents and the cockatrices would not be charmed.”

Still, everything within and without was dreary, and
the spoliation of his means did not tend to enliven the

outer scene, or impart a charm to the owner. While
in this state of depression, Tammas heard a knock at

the door. It was not, as on the former occasions, what
is called a tirL It might be a neighbour, or it might

be an old crony, and he stood in need of some one to

raise his spirits, so he went to the door and opened it.

But what was his horror when he saw enter a female

figure, in all respects so like liis feared visitor that he

concluded in the instant that slie was the samel nor

could all his penitence afford him resolution enough

to make a proper examination
;

besides, it was grey

dark, and even a pair of better eyes than he could

boast of, inight, under the circumstances soon to appear,

have been deceived, Ketreating into the kitchen, he



THE BROWNIE OP THE WEST BOW. 67

was followed by this dubious, and yet not dubious
visitor, who, as he threw himself upon a chair, took a
seat right opposite to him.

“ Ye’ll no ken me, Tammas Dodds ?” said she.

Whereupon Tammas looked and looked again, and
still the likeness he dreaded was so impressive, that, in
place of moving his tongue, he moved, that is, he shud-
dered, all over.

W hat eh ? at length he stuttered
^ ken ye ?

wha in God’s name are ye? No surely Mrs. Janet
Dodds in the likeness of the flesh I

”

“No, but her sister, Mrs. Paterson,” replied the
other. “ And is it possible ye can hae forgotten the
only woman -who was present at your first marriage ?

”

“ “A-y, ay,” replied Tammas, as he began to come to
a proper condition of perceiving and thinking

;
“ and

it was you, then, wha was here this morning ?”
“ No, no,” replied she

;
“ I have not been here for

seven long years, even since that terrible night when
you pushed Janet into the North Loch.”

And may Heaven and its angels hae mercy uponme ! ejaculated he,
^

, »
they may,” said she, “ for your purpose was

defeated
;
yea, even by that Heaven and thae angels,”

“What mean you, woman?” cried the astonished
man. What, in the name o’ a’ that’s gude on earS
and holy in heaven, do ye mean ?

”

“Just that Janet Dodds is at this hour a leevin’
woman,” was the reply.

^

thanked !
” cried Tammas again, “ forHe preserveth all them that love Him.’ ”

« destroy,”’ returned she:d surely it was wicked to try to drown sae faithfula wife and sae gude a Christian,”
“ Wicked I

” rejoined he, in rising agony. «
« Let the
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rigliteous smite me, it sliall be a kindness j
and let

tbem reprove me, it shall,’ as Solomon says, ‘ be an

excellent oil.’
”

“ I am glad,” continued the woman, “ to find you

with a turned heart ;
but whaur is the Jezebel ye took

in her place ?
”

“Awa this day,” replied he. “I have found her

out, and never mair is she wife o’ mine.”

“ Sae far weel and better,” said she.

ic ^y^ but speak to me o’ Janet, cried he, earnestly.

“ Come, tell me how she escaped, whaur she is, and

hoAV she is ^
for now I think there is light breaking

through the fearfu’ cloud.”

“ Light indeed,” continued Mrs. Paterson ;
“ and

now, listen to a strange tale, mair wonderfu’ than

man’s brain ever conceived. 'iVhen ye thought ye

had drowned her, and cared naething doubtless—for

ye see I maun speak plain—whether her spirit went to

the ae place or the ither, ay, and ran awa to add to

murder a lee, she struggled out o’ the deep, yea

* Ho took her from the fearfu’ pit,

And from the miry clay.’

And when she got to the bank she ran as for the little

life was in her, until she came to the foot of Halker-

sfonc’a Wvnd, where she crossed to the other side of

rdcl" When .he thought hersel’ sete, .ho took

the road to Glasgow, whore I was then living wi’ my

husband, wha is since dead. The night was dark, but

self-preservation maka nae gobs at dangers; so on she

went, till in the grey morning she made up to the

Glasgow carrier, wha agreed to gie her u cast even to

the end o’ his journey. It was the next night when

she arrived at iny door, cold and hungry, and, what

was wnur, sair and sick at heart. She told me the
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hail story as weel as she could for sobs and greeting

;

for the thought aye rugged at her heart that the man
she had liked sae weel, and had toiled for night and
day, should hae turned out to be the murderer o’ his

ain wife.”

‘‘ And weel it might hae rugged and rugged,” ejacu-

lated Tammas.
“ I got aff her wet clothes,” continued she, “ and

gave her some strong drink to warm her, and then we
considered what was to be dune. My husband was for

off to Edinburgh to inform on ye, even if there should
hae been a drawing o’ the neck on’t

;
but Janet cried,

and entreated baith him and me to keep the thing
quiet. She said she couldna gae back to you

;
and as

for getting you punished, she couldna bear the thought
o’t. And then we a’ thought what a disgrace it would
be to our family if it were thought that my sister had
been attempted to be murdered by her husband. We
knew weel enough ye would say she had fallen in by
accident

^
and when afterwards we heard that ye had

buried a body that had been found in the loch, we
made up our minds as to what we would do. We just
agreed to keep Janet under her maiden name. Nane
in Glasgow had ever seen her before, and her ain
sorrows kept her within doors, so that the secret wasna
ill to keep. Years afterwards, my husband was ta’en
from me, and Janet and I came, about twa months
syne, to live at Juniper Green, wi’ John Paterson, my
husbands brother, wha had offered us a hame.”

^

And is Janet there now ? ” cried Tammas, im-
patiently.

“ Ay,” continued Mrs. Paterson
;
« but, alas I she’s

DO what she was. She gets at times out o’ her reason,
and ^viU be that way for days thegether. The doctor
has a name for it ower lang for my tongue, but it tells
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naetliing but what we ken ower week When in thae
fits she thinks she is here in the Bow, and living with
you, and working and moiling in the house just as she
used to do langsyne. Mairower, and that troubles us
maist ava, she will be out when the reason’s no in, so

that we are obliged to watch her. Five days syne she
was afF in the morning before daylight, and even so

late as this morning she played us the same trick
;

whaur she gaed we couldna tell, but I had some sus-

picion she was here.”

Ay,” replied l\fr. Dodds, as he opened his eyes very
wide

;
“ she was here wi’ a vengeance.”

Thus Mrs. Paterson’s story was finished
;
and our

legend of the Brownie, more veritable, we opine, than
that of Bodsbeck, is also drawing to a conclvision.

Tammas, after a pei'iod of meditation, more like one of

Janet’s hallucinations than a fit of rational thinking,

asked his sister-in-law whether she thought that Janet,

in the event of her getting quit of her day-dreams,

would consent to live with him again. To 'which

question she answered that she was not certain
;
for

that Janet, when in her usual state of mind, was still

wroth against him for the attempt to take away her

life; but she added that she had no objection, seeing

he was penitent, to give him an opportunity to plead

for himself. She even went further, and agreed to

use her influence to bring about a reconciliation. It

was therefore agreed between them that the sister

should call again when Janet had got quit of her

temporary derangement, and Thomas might follow up
this intimation with a visit. About four days there-

after, accordingly, Mrs. Paterson kept her word, and

next day Mr. Dodds repaired to Juniper Green. At
first Janet refused to see him

;
but upon Mrs, Pater-

son’s represontations of his penitence and suffering, she
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became reconciled to an interview. We may venture
to say, without attempting a description of a meeting
unparalleled in history, that if Janet Dodds had not
been a veritable Calvinist, no good could have come of
all Mr. Dodds’s professions; but she knew that the
Master cast out the dumb spirit which tore the pos-
sessed, and that that spirit attempted murder not less

than Taminas. ^Vherefore might not his dumb spirit
be cast out as well by that grace which aboundeth in
the bosom of the Saviour ? We do not say that a
return of her old love helped this deduction, because
we do not wish to mix up profane with saci-ed things.
Enough if Ave can certify that a very happy conclusion
was the result. The doctor did his duty, and Janet
having been declared compos mentis, returned to her
old home. Her first duty was to look for “ the pose.”
It was gone in the manner we have set forth; but
Janet could collect another, and no doubt in due time
did; nor did she fail of any of her old peculiarities all
of which became endeared to Thomas by reason of
their being veritable sacrifices to his domestic comfort.
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GLEANINGS OF THE COVENANT.

THE LAST SCRAP.

It is a fact well known to Dr. Lee, and to many besides,

that notwithstanding the extensive researches of Wod-
row and others, there have died away in the silent

lapse of time, or are still hovering over our cleuchs

and glens, in the aspect of a dim and misty tradition,

many instances of extreme cruelty and wanton oppres-
sion, exercised (during the reign of Charles ii.) over
the poor Covenanters, or rather Nonconformists, of

the south and west counties of Scotland. In parti-

cular, although the whole district suffered, it was in

the vale of the Nith, and in the hilly portion of the

parish of Closeburn, that the fury of Grierson, Dalzell,

and Johnstone—not to mention an occasional simoom,
felt on the withering approach of Clavers ivith his

larnhs—was felt to the full amount of merciless per-

secution and relentless cruelty. The following anec-

dote I had from a sister of my grandmother, who lived

till a great age, and who was lineally descended from
one of the parties. I have never seen any notice what-
ever taken of the circumstances

;
but am as much con-

vinced of its truth, in all its leading features, as I am
of that of any other similar statements which are made
in Wodrow, “ Naphtali,” or the “ Cloud of Witnesses.”

The family of Ilarkness has been upwards of four

hundred years tenants on tlie farm of Queensberry,

occupying the farm-house and steading situated upon
the banks of the Caple, and known by the name of
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Mitch elslacks. The district is wild and mountainous,
and, at the period to which I refer, in particular, almost
inaccessible through any regularly constructed road.
The hearts, however, of these mountain residents were
deeply attuned to religious and civil liberty, and re-
volted with loathing from the cold doctrines and com-
pulsory ministrations of the curate of Closeburn, They
were, therefore, marked birds for the myrmidons of
oppression, led on by Claverhouse, and “ Ked Eob,” the
scarlet-cloaked leader of his band.

It was about five o’clock of the afternoon, in the
month of August, that a troop of horse was seen cross-
ing the Glassrig—a flat and heathy muir—and bearing
down with great speed upon Mitchelslacks. Mrs. Hark-
ness had been very recently delivered of a child, and
stiU occupied her bed, in what was denominated the
chamber, or cha’mer—an apartment separated from
the rest of the house, and set apart for more particular
occasions. Her husband, the object of pursuit, having
had previous intimation, by the singing or whistling of
a bird (as was generally reported on such occasions),
had betaken himself, some hours before, to the moun-
tein and the cave—his wonted retreat on similar visits
From this position, on the brow of a precipice, inac-
cessible by any save a practised foot, he could see hisown dwelling, and mark the movements which were
going on outside. The troop, having immediately
surrounded the houses, and set a guard upon every
door and window, as well as an outpost, or spy, upon
an adioinmg eminence, immediately proceeded with thesearch—a search conducted with the most brutal in-
civility, and even indelicacy; subjecting every childand servant to apprehensions of the most horrid andrevoltmg character. It would be every way improper
to mention even a tithe of the oaths and blasphemy
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which were not only permitted, but sanctioned and
encouraged, by their impious and regardless leader.

Suffice it to say, that after every other corner and
crevice was searched in vain, the cha’mer was invaded,
and the privacy of a female, in very interesting and
delicate circumstances, rudely and suddenly entered.

The old fox is lierc,” said Clavers, passing his

sword up to the hilt betwixt the mother and her infant,

sleeping unconsciously on her arm, and thrusting it

home with such violence that the point perforated the
bed, and even penetrated the floor beneath.

“Toss out the whelp,” vociferated Red Rob—always
forward on such occasions

;
“ and the b—ch will fol-

low.” And, suiting the action to the word, he rolled

tlie sleeping, and happily well-wrapped, infant on the

floor.

“The Lord preserve my puir bairn 1” was the in-

stantaneous and instinctive exclamation of the agonized
and now demented mother, springing at the same time
from licr couch, and catching up her child with a look

of the most despairing alarm. A cloud of darkened
feeling seemed to pass over the face and features of the

infant,^ and a cry of helpless suffering succeeded, at

once to comfort and to madden the mother. “ A
murderous and monstrous herd are ye all,” said she,

again resuming her jiosition, and pressing the afliightcd,

rather than injured child to her lircast. “ Limbs of

Satan and enemies of God, begone I He whom ye seek

is not here
;
nor will the God he serves and you defy,

ever suffer him, I fervently hojie and trust, to fall into

your merciless and unhallowed hands.”

At this instant a boy about twelve years of ago was

dragged into the room, and questioned respecting the

• “In tlio light of hraviai its fiico

Grow dark as ihoy wore spoakiiig.
”
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place of his father’s retreat, sometimes in a coaxing, and
at others in a threatening manner. The boy presented,
to every inquiry, the aspect of dogged resistance and
detei’mined silence.

“Have the bear’s cub to the croft,” said Clavers,
“ and shoot him on the spot.”

The boy was immediately removed; and the dis-
tracted mother left, happily for herself, in a state of
complete insensibility. There grew, and there still

grows, a rowan-tree in the corner of the garden or
kailyard of Mitchelslacks

;
to this tree or bush the poor

boy was fastened with cords, having his eyes bandaged,
and being made to understand, that, if he did not°re-
veal his fathers retreat, a ball would immediately pass
through his brain. The boy shivered, attempted to
speak, then seemed to recover strength and resolution,
and continued silent.

^

Ho you wish to smell gunpowder ?” ejaculated Rob,
hring a pistol immediately under his nose, whilst the
baJl perforated the earth a few paces off.

The boy uttered a loud and unearthly scream, and
bis head sunk upon his breast. At this instant, the
aroused and horrified mother was seen on her bended
nees, with clasped hands, and eyes in which distrac-

destroyers. But nature,
which had given her strength for the effort, now
deserted her, and she feU lifeless at the feet of her
apparently murdered son. Even the heart of Claverswas spewhat moved at this scene

; and he was in the

til T. 1 ^ j

t^l retreat, when
there rushed into the circle, in aU the frantic wildness
of a maniao, at once the father and the husband. He

hoL h fearful

that he
purchasing his own safety at the expense of the
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lives of his whole family, he had issued from the cave,

and hui'led himself from the steep, and was now in the

presence of those whom he deemed the murderers of

his family.
, „

» Fiends—bloody, brutal, heartless fiends—are ye

all 1 And is this your, work, ye sons of the wicked and

the accursed one ? What 1 could not one content ye P

Was not the boy enough to sacrifice on your accurse

temple to Moloch, but ye must imbrue your hands m
the blood of a weak, an infirm, a helpless woman ! Oh,

may the God of the Covenant,” added he, bending

reverently down upon his knees, and looking towai s

heaven, “may the God of Jacob forgive me for cursing

ye 1 And, thou man of blood” (addressing Clavers

personally), “ think ye not that the blood of Brown

and of my darling child, and my be ove wi e i

ye not, wot ye not, that their blood, and the blood of

the thousand saints which ye have s le ,
wi ye

required, ay, fearfully required, even to the last drop,

by an avenging God, at your hands ?

^IlavinR uttered these words with great and awfu

energy, he was on the point of drawing

ccaled under the flap of his ®^ “who
life as dearly as possible, when Mrs.

had now recovered her senses, rushed into his aims,

excl.uming
jg ye hae done ?

Oh. beware, beware 1—I am yet alive and unskaithed.

God has shut the mouths of the lions ;

”

been permitted to hurt me. And oui pun o
, ,

moves his head, and gives token ol hie. ^ you,

YOU my dear, dear, infatuated husband—oh, into what

Imndr have ;e fallen, and to what a death are yo now

Uutolo tho band yooirorated Clavers ;
“ make
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fast your prisoner’s hands, and, in the devil’s name, let
us have done with this drivelling !

”

There was a small public-house at this time at
Closeburn mill, and into this Clavers and his party
\\ ent for refreshment

5
whilst an adjoining barn, upon

which a guard was set, served to secure the prisoner.
No sooner was Mr. Harkness left alone, and in the
dark—for it was now nightfall—than he began to
think of some means or other of effecting his escape.
The barn was happily known to him; and he recol-
lected that, though the greater proportion of the gable
was built of stone and lime, yet that a small part to-
wards the top, as was sometimes the case in these
days, was constructed of turf, and that, should he effect
an opening through the soft material, he might drop
with safety upon the top of a peat-stack, and thus
effect his escape to Creechope Linn, with every pass
and cave of which he was intimately acquainted. In
a word, his escape was effected in this manner

; and
though the alarm was immediately given, and large
stones rolled over the precipices of the adjoining linnhe was safely ensconced in darkness, and under the
covert of a projecting rock

; and ultimately (for, in the
course of a few days. King William and liberty were

^
e order of the day) he returned to his wife and his

wMch ’thr"^^
happiness

Ztt Gnr'Tr / of offence to-

brother, however, of this more favoured individualwas not so fortunate, as may be gathered from Wodow, and the “Cloud of Witnesses;” for he wasexecuted ere the day of deliverance, at the Gallowlee

extant.^
pathetic and eloquent address is still

Let us rejoice with trembling that we Uve in an age
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and under a government so widely different from those

nOAV referred to
]
and whilst on our knees we pour

forth the tribute of thankfulness to God, let us teach

our children to prize the precious inheritance so dearly

purchased by our forefathers.
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THE STORY OF MARY BROWN.

If the reader of what I am going to relate for his or
her edification, or for perhaps a greater luxury, viz.
wonder, should be so unreasonable as to ask for my
authority, I shall be tempted, because a little piqued,
to say that no one should be too particular about the
source of pleasure, inasmuch as, if you will enjoy
nothing but what you can prove to be a reiUity, you
wi

, under
^

good philosophical leadership, have no
great faith in the sun—a thing which you never saw
the existence of which you are only assured of by •[

round figure of light on the back of your eye, and
which may be likened to tradition; so all you have todo IS to believe Uke a good Catholic, and be contented
even though I begin so poorly as to try to interest yoilm two very humble beings who have been dead formany years, and whose lives were like a steeple with

Zderst^^!5 ni
>"‘®“tion of which you cannot

understand til your eye reaches the weathercock upon

for I?’ n erection

Zu '"S i""
bore the name of

V e
^ young man, who, eiglit or nineyprs before he became of much interest either to

r P S
^ or any other body, was what in our day iscalled an Arab of the City—a poor street boy iho

mlher h? k S'*
>'«

incn \ ^ pretty sliai'p experiencemsomuch „s she took from l,im every penny he “,d:
y 0 ding horses, and gave him more cuffs than cakes
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in return. But Bill got out of this bondage by the
mere chance of having been taken a fancy to by Mr.
Peter Ramsay, innkeeper and stabler, in St. Mary’s
Wynd (an ancestor, we suspect, of the Ramsays of
Barnton), who thought he saw in the City Arab that
love of horse-flesh which belongs to the Bedouin, and
who accordingly elevated him to the position of a
stable-boy, with board and as many shillings a week
as there are days in that subdivision of time.

Nor did William Halket—to whom for his merits
we accord the full Christian name—do any discredit
to the perspicacity of his master, if it was not that he
rather exceeded the hopes of his benefactor, for he
was attentive to the horses, civil to the farmers, and
handy at anything that came in his way. Then, to
render the connection reciprocal, William was grate-
fully alive to the conviction that if he had not been,
as it were, taken from the street, the street might have
been taken from him, by his being locked up some
day in the Heart of Midlothian. So things went on
in St. Mary’s Wynd for five or six years, and might
have gone on for twice that period, had it not been
that at a certain hour of a certain day William fell in

love with a certain Mary Brown, who had come on
that very day to be an under-housemaid in the inn

;

and stx'angc enough, it was a case of “ love at first

sight,” the more by token that it took effect the

moment that Mary entered the stable with a glass of

whisky in her hand sent to him by Mrs. Ramsay. No
doubt it is seldom that a fine blooming young girl,

with very pretty brown hair and very blue eyes,

appears to a young man with such a recommendation
in her hand

;
but wo are free to say tliat the whisky

liad nothing to do with an effect which is well known
to be the pure result of the physical attributes of the
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individual. Nay, our statement might have been
proved by the counterpart effect produced upon Mary
herself, for she was struck by IVilliam at the same
moment when she handed him the glass

;
and we are

not to assume that the giving of a pleasant boon is

always attended with the same effect as the receiving
of it.

But, as our story requires, it is the love itself be-
tween these two young persons, whose fates were so
remaikable, we have to do with—not the causes, which
are a mystery in all cases. Sure it is, humble in
position as they were, they could love as strongly, as
fervently, perhaps as ecstatically, as great people—nay,
probably more so, for education has a greater chance
of moderating the passion than increasing it

; and so
notwithstanding of what Plutarch says of the awfully
consuining love between Phrygius and Picrea, and also
what Shakespeare has sung or said about a certainKom^ and a lady called Juliet, we are certain that
the affection between these grand personages was not

genuine, tender, and true, than that which bound
the simple and unsophisticated hearts of Will Halket
and Mary Brown. But at best we merely play on the
surface of a deep subject when we try with a pen to
^scribe feehngs, and especially the feelings of love.We doubt, If e,eu the said pen were plucked fromOupid s wing, whether it would help us much. We are

tl e ston^^i
‘ expressions, and perhaps

t^^ie strongest we could use are those which have already

world to
tirnes-the two were all theId to each other, the world outside nothing at aU

tL tT ’ rJ onthe top of Mount Ararat, or on the island of JuanFernandez, provided they should be always in each0 er s company, as they were in St. Mary’s Wynd.
398
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And as for whispered protestations and chaste kisses—

for really their love had a touch of romance ahout it

you could hardly have expected, but which yet kept it

pure, if not in some degree elevated above the loves of

common people—these were repeated so often about

the quiet parts of Arthur’s Seat and the King s Paik,

and the fields about the Dumbiedykes and Dudding-

stone Loch, that they were the very moral aliments on

which they lived. In short, to Mary Brown the great

Luke of Buccleuch was as nothing compared to Willie

Halket, and to Willie Halket the beautiful Duchess of

Grammont would have been as nothing compared to

simple Mary Brown. AU which is very amiable and

very necessary ;
for if it had been so ordained that

people should feel the exquisite sensations of love m
proportion as they were beautiful, or rich, or endowed

with talent (according to a standard), our world would

have been even more queer than that kingdom de-

scribed by Gulliver, where the ugliest individual is

made king or queen.

Things continued in this very comfortable state at

the old inn in St. Mary’s Wynd for about a year, and

it had come to enter into the contemplation of Will

that upon getting an increase of his wages he would

marry Mary, and send her to live with her mother, a

poor, hard-working washerwoman, in Big Lochend

Close; whereunto Mary was so much inclined, that

she looked forward to the day as the one that promised

to be the happiest that she had yet seen, or would ever

sec. But, as an ancient saying runs, the good hour is

in no man’s choice
;
and about this time it so happened

that Mr. Peter Kamsay, having had a commission from

an old city man, a Mr. Dreghorn, located ns a planter

in Virginia, to send him out a number of Scottish

horses, suggested to William that he woidd do well to
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act as supercargo and groom. IVIr. Dreghorn had

offered to pay a good sum to the man who should bring

them out safe, besides paying his passage over and

home. And Mr. Eamsay would be ready to receive

Will into his old place again on his return. As for

Mary, with regard to whom the master knew his man’s

intentions, she would remain where she was, safe from
all temptation, and true to the choice of her heart.

This offer pleased William, because he saw that he
could make some money out of the adventure, whereby
he would be the better able to marry, and make a

home for the object of his affections
;
but he was by

no means sure that Mary would consent
;
for women,

by some natural divining of the heart, look upon
delays in affairs of love as ominous and dangerous.
And so it turned out that one Sabbath evening, when
they were seated beneath a tree in the King’s Park,
and William had cautiously introduced the subject to

her, she was like other women,
“The bird that gets into the bush,” she said, as the

tears fell upon her cheeks, “ sometimes forgets to come
back to the cage again. I would rather hae the lean
Untie in the hand, than the fat finch on the wand.”
“But you forget, Mary, love,” was the answer of

Will, “ that you can feed the lean bird, but you can’t
feed me. It is I who must support you. It is to
enable me to do that which induces me to go. I will
come with guineas in my pocket where there are now
only pennies and placks

;
and you know, Mary, the

Scotch saying, ‘ A heavy purse makes a light heart.’ ”

“ And an unsteady one,” rejoined Mary, “ And you
may bring something else wi’ you besides the guineas

:

maybe a "wife.”

“ One of Mr. Dreghorn’s black beauties,” said Will,
laughing. “ No, no, Mary, I am too fond of the flaxen
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ringlets, the rosy cheeks, and the blue eyes
;
and yon

know, Mary, you have all these, so you have me in

your power. But to calm your fears, and stop your
tears, Til tell you what I’ll do.”

‘‘ Stay at hame. Will, and we’ll live and dee thc-

gither.”

No,” replied Will
;

but, like the genteel lover I

have read of, I will swear on your Bible that I will

return to you within the year, and marry you at the

Tron Kirk, and throw my guineas into the lap of your
marriage-gown, and live with you until I die.”

For all which and some more we may draw upon our
fancy

;
but certain it is, as the strange story goes, that

Will did actually then and there—for Mary had been
at the Tron Kirk, and had her Bible in her pocket (an

article, the want of which is not well supplied by the

scent-bottle of our modern Maries)—swear to do all he

had said, whereupon Mary was so far satisfied that she

gave up murmuring—perhaps no more than that. Cer-

tain also it is, tliat before the month was done. Will,

witli liis living, kicking charges, and after more of these

said tears from Mary than either of them had arithmetic

(Miough to enable tliem to count, embarked at Leith for

Kichmond, at which place the sugar-planter had under-

taken to meet him.

Wo need say nothing of the voyage across the

Atlantic, somewhat arduous at that ])eriod, nor need

we i»ick up Will again till we lind him in Kichmond,

with his horses all safe, and as fat and sleek as if they

laid been fi»d by Neptune’s wife, and had drawn her

across in place of her own steeds. 'I'liere he found

directions waiting from Mr. Dreghorn, to the elTect that

he was to proceed with the horses to Peach drove, his

]»1antation, a |)laco far into tlio heart of the country.

But Will was content
;

for had ho not time and to spare
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within the year, and he would see some more of the new
world, which, so far as his experience yet w'ent, seemed
to him to be a good place for a freeman to live in ? So
off he went, putting up at inns by the way, as well sup-
plied with food and fodder as Mr. Peter Ramsay’s,
in St. Mary’s Wynd, and showing off his nags to the
planters, who wondered at their bone and muscle, the
more by reason they had never seen Scotch horses be-
fore. As he progressed, the country seemed to Will
more and more beautiful, and by the time he reached
Peach Grove he had come to the unpatriotic conclusion
that all it needed was Mary Brown, with her roses, and
ringlets, and eyes, passing like an angel—lovers will be
poets among these ebon beauties, to make it the finest
country in the world.

Nor when the Scotsman reached Peach Grove did the
rosy side of matters recede into the shady; for he tvas
received in a great house by Mr. Dreghorn w-ith so
much kindness, that, if the horses rejoiced in maize and
oats. Will found himself, as the saying goes, in five-
bladed clover. But more awaited him, even thus much
more, that the planter, and his fine lady of a wife as
well, urged him to remain on the plantation, where he
would be well paid and well fed

; and when Will pleaded
his engagement to return to Scotland within the year
the answer was ready, that he might spend eight months
in iiginia at least, which would enable him to take
lome more money,—an answer that seemed so very
reasonable, if not, prudent, that “ Sawny " saw the ad-
vantage thereof and agreed. But we need hardly say
that this was conceded upon the condition made with
imself, that he would write to Mary all the particulars,and also upon the condition, acceded to by Mr. Dreo--



86 TALES OF THE BORDERS.

All which having been arranged, Mr. Halhet—for
we cannot now continue to take the liberty of calling

him Will—was forthwith elevated to the position of

driving negroes in place of horses, an occupation which

he did not much relish, insomuch that he was expected

to use the lash, an instrument of which he had been

very chary in his treatment of four-legged chattels, and

which he could not bring himself to apply with any-

thing but a sham force in reference to the two-legged

species. But this objection he thought to get over by

using the sharp crack of his Jehu-voice as a substitute

for that of the whip; and in this he persevered, in spite

of the jeers of the other drivers, who told him the thing

had been tried often, but that the self-conceit of the

negro met the stimulant and choked it at the very

entrance to the ear
;
and this he soon found to be true.

So he began to do as others did; and he was the sooner

reconciled to the strange life into which he had been

precipitated by the happy condition of the slaves them-

selves, who, when their work was over, and at all holi-

day hours, dressed themselves in the brightest colours

of red and blue and white, danced, sang, ate corn-cakes

and bacon, and drank coffee with a zest which would

have done a Scotch mechanic, with his liberty to pro-

duce a lock-out, much good to see. True, indeed, the

white element of the population was at a discount at

Peach Grove. But in addition to the above source of re-

conciliation, Halket became day by day more captivated

by the beauty of the country, with its undulating surface,

its wooded clumps, its magnolias, tulip-trees, camellias,

laurels, passion-flowers, and palms, its bright-coloured

birds, and all the rest of the beauties for which it is

famous all over the world. But nature might charm as

it might—Mary Brown was three thousand miles away.

Meanwhile the time passed pleasantly, for he was
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accumulating money; Mary’s letter would be on the

way, and the hope of seeing her within the appointed
time was dominant over all the fascinations which
charmed the senses. But when the month came in

which he ought to have received a letter, no letter

came—not much this to be thought of, though Mr.
Dreghorn tried to impress him with the idea that
there must be some change of sentiment in the person
from whom he expected the much-desired answer. So
Halket wrote again, giving the letter, as before, to his
master, who assured him it was sent carefully away;
and while it was crossing the Atlantic he was busy in
improving his penmanship and arithmetic, under the
hope held out to him by his master that he would, if

he remained, be raised to a book-keeper’s desk
;

for
the planter had seen early that he had got hold of a
long-headed, honest, sagacious “ Sawny,” who would be
of use to him. On with still lighter wing the inter-
mediate time sped again, but with no better result in the
shape of an answer from her who was still the object
of his day fancies and his midnight dreams. Nor did
all this kill his hope. A third letter was despatched, but
the returning period was equally a blank. We have
been counting by months, which, as they sped, soon
brought round the termination of his year, and with
growing changes too in himself; for as the notion began
to worm itself into his mind that his beloved Mary was
either dead or faithless, another power was quietly
assailing him from within,—no other than ambition in
the most captivating of all shapes—Mammon. We all
know the manner in which the golden deity acquires
bis authority

;
nor do we need to have recourse to the

conceit of the old writer who tells us that the reasonwhy gold has such an influence upon man, lies in the
act that It 13 of the colour of the sun, which is the
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fountain of liglit, and life, and joy. Certain it is, at

least, that Plalket having been taken into the counting-

house on a raised salary, began to lay by,” as the

Scotch call it
;
and by-and-by, with the help of a little

money lent to him by his master, he began by purchas-

ing produce from the neighbouring plantations, and
selling it where he might,—all which he did with ad-

vantage, yet with the ordinary result to a Scotsman,

that while he turned to so good account the king’s

head, the king’s head began to turn his own.

And now in place of months we must begin to count

by lustrums
;
and the first five years, even with all the

thoughts of his dead, or, at least, lost Mary, proved in

Halket’s case the truth of the book written by a French-

man, to prove that man is a plant; for he had already

thrown out from his head or heart so many roots in the

Virginian soil that he was bidding fair to be as firmly

fixed in his new sphere as a magnolia, and if that bore

golden blossoms, so did he
;

yet, true to his first love,

there was not among all these flowers one so fair as the

fair-haired Mary. Nay, with all hope not yet extin-

guished, he had even at the end of the period resolved

upon a visit to Scotland, when, strangely enough, and

sadly too, he was told by Mr. Dreghorn, that having

had occasion to hear from Mr. Peter Ramsay on the

subject of some moi'e horse-dealings, that person had

reported to him that Mary Brown, the lover of his old

stable-boy, was dead. A communication this which, if

it had been made at an earlier period, would have

prostrated llalket altogether, but it was softened by

his long foreign anticipations, and he was thereby the

more easily inclined to resign his saddened soul to the

furtlier dominion of the said god, Mammon ;
for, as to

the notion of putting any of those beautiful half-castes

ho sometimes saw about the planter’s house at Peach



THE STORY OF MARY BROWN. 69

Grove, in the place of her of the golden ringlets, it was
nothing better than the desecration of a holy temple.
Then the power of the god increased with the offerings,

one of which was his large salary as manager, a station
to which he was elevated shortly after he had received
the doleful tidings of Mary’s death. Another lustrum
is added, and we arrive at ten years

;
and yet another,

and we come to fifteen
;

at the end of which time Mr.
Dreghorn died, leaving Halket as one of his trustees,
for behoof of his wife, in whom the great plantation
vested. If we add yet another lustrum, we find the
Scot—fortunate, save for one misfortune that made
him a joyless worshipper of gold—purchasing from the
widow, who wished to return to England, the entire
plantation under the condition of an annuity.
And Halket was now rich, even beyond what he had

ever wished
; but the chariot-wheels of Time would not

go any slower—nay, they moved faster, and every year
m^ore silently, as if the old Father had intended to
cheat the votary of Mammon into a belief that he
would live for ever. The Kistrums still passed : another
five, another, and another, till there was scope for all
the world being changed, and a new generation takin<r
the place of that with which William Halket and Mary
Brown began. And he Avas changed too, for he began
to take on those signs of age which make the old man
a painted character; but in one thing he was not

worshipful stedfastness,

treasured in his

nice and refined peculiarities that feed love as with

the W belonged to Mary Brown,he first creatiue that had moved his affections, and

emory for ever. Nor with time, so deceptive, need
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we be so sparing in dealing out those periods of five

years, but say at once that at last W^illiam Halket could

count twelve of them since first he set his foot on

Virginian soil
;
yea, he had been there for sixty sum-

mers, and he had now been a denizen of the world for

seventy-eight years. In all which our narrative has

been strange, but we have still the stranger fact to set

forth, that at this late period he was seized with that

moral disease (becoming physical in time) which the

French call mol du pays, the love of the country where

one was born, and first enjoyed the fresh springs that

gush from the young heart. Nor was it the mere love

of country, as such, for he was seized with a particular

wish to be where Mary lay in the churchyard of the

Canon gate, to erect a tombstone over her, to seek out

her relations and enrich them, to make a ivorship oiit

of a disappointed love, to dedicate the last of his

thoughts to the small souvenirs of her humble life.

Within a month this old man was on his way to Scot-

land, having sold the plantation, and taken bills with

him to an amount of little less than a hundred thousand

^ In the course of five weeks William Halket put his

foot on the old pier of Leith, on which some very old

men were standing, who had been urchins when he

went away. The look of the old h.arbour revived the

image which had been imprinted on his mind when he

sailed, and the running of the one image into the other

produced the ordinary illusion of all that long interval

.mpearing as a day; but there was no illusion in tie

change, that Mary Brown was there when he depavtc ,

and there was no Mary Brown there now.

called a coach, he told the driver to proceed up Leith

Walk, and take him to Peter Kainsay s inn, in . .

Mary’s Wynd ;
but the man told him there ivas no uin
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there; nor had been in his memory. The man added
that he would take him to the 'V^ite Horse in the

Canongate, and thither accordingly he drove him. On
arriving at the inn, he required the assistance of the

waiter to enable him to get out of the coach; nor pro-
bably did the latter think this any marvel, after looking

into a face so furrowed with years, so pale with the

weakness of a languid circulation, so saddened with
care. The rich man had only an inn for a home, nor
in all his native country was there one friend whom he
hoped to find alive. Neither would a search help him,
as he found on the succeeding day, when, by the help
of his staff, he essayed an infirm walk in the great
thoroughfare of the old city. The houses were not
much altered, but the signboards had got new names
and figures; and as for the faces, they were to him even
as those in Crete to the Cretan, after he awoke from a
sleep of forty-seven years—a similitude only true in
this change, for Epimenidas was still as young when
he awoke as when he went to sleep, but William
Halket was old among the young and the grown, who
were unknown to him, as he was indeed strange to
them. True, too, as the coachman said, Peter Ram-
say’s inn, where he had heard Mary singing at her
work, and the stable where he had whistled blithely
among his favourite horses, were no longer to be seen
"-““Ctidvfi cincvBS pcTievuut—their very sites were oc-
cupied by modern dwellings. What of that small
half-sunk lodging in Big Lochend Close, where Mary’s
mother lived, and where Mary had been brought up
where perhaps Mary had died ? Would it not be a kind
of pilgrimage to hobble down the Canongate to that
little lodging, and might there not be for him a sad
pleasure even to enter and sit down by the same fire-
place where he had seen the dearly-beloved face, and
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listened to her voice, to him more musical f than the

melody of angels?

And so, after he had walked about till he was

wearied, and his steps became more unsteady and slow,

and as yet without having seen a face which he knew,

he proceeded in the direction of the Big Close. There

was, as regards stone and lime, little change here ;
he

soon recognised the half-sunk window where, on the

Sunday evenings, he had sometimes tapped as a humor-

ous sign that he was about to enter, which had often

been responded to by Mary’s finger on the glass, as a

token that he would be welcome. It was sixty years

since then. A small corb would now hold all that re-

mained of both mother and daughter. He turned

away his head as if sick, and was about to retrace his

steps. Yet the wish to enter that house rose again

like a yearning; and what more-dn the world than some

souvenir of the only being on earth he ever loved was

there for him to yearn for ? All his hundred thousand

pounds were now, dear as money had been to him,

nothing in comparison of the gratification of seeing the

room wliere she was born—yea, where probably she

had died. In as short a time as his trembling limbs

would carry him down the stair, which in the ardour

of his young blood he had often taken at a bound, he

was at the foot of it. There was there the old familiar

dark passage, with doors on either side, but it was the

farthest door tliat was of any interest to him. Arrived

at it, he stood in doubt. He would knock, and he

would not

;

the mystery of an undefined fear was over

liirn
;
and yet, what had he to fear? For half a century

the inmates had been changed, no doubt, over and

over again, and he would bo as unknowing as un-

known. At length the trembling finger achieves the

furtive tap, and the door was opened by a woman,
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whose figure could only be seen by him in coming
between him and the obscure light that came in by the

half-sunk window in front
;
nor could she, even if she

had had the power of vision, see more of him, for the
lobby was still darker.'

» Who may Uve here ?” said he, in the expectation
of hearing some name unknown to him.

The answer, in a broken, cracked voice, was not
slow

—

“Mary Brown
;
and what may you want of her?”

“Mary Brown !” but not a word more could he say,

and he stood as still as a post
;
not a movement of any

kind did he show for so long a time that the woman
might have been justified in her fear of a very spirit.

“And can ye say nae mair, sir ?” rejoined she, “ Is
my name a bogle to terrify human beings?”
But still he was silent, for the reason that he could

not think, far less speak, nor even for some minutes could
he achieve more than the repetition ofthe words, “ Mary
Brown.”

“ But hadna ye better^ come in, good sir ? ” said she.
“Ye may ken our auld saying, ‘They that speak in the
dark may miss their mark;’ for words carry nae liglit

in their een ony mair than me, for, to say the truth, I
am old and blind.”

And, moving more as an automaton than as one under
a wiU, Halket was seated on a chair, with this said old
and blind woman by his side, who sat silent and with
blank eyes waiting for the stranger to explain what lie
wanted. Nor was the opportunity lost by Halket, who,
unable to understand how she should have called her-
self Mary Brown, began, in the obsctu-e light of the
room, to scrutinize her form and features

;
and in doing

Ais, he went upon the presumption that this second
Mary Brown only carried the name of the first

; but as
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he looked he began to detect features which riveted his
eyes

; where the reagent was so sharp and penetrating,
the analysis was rapid—it was also hopeful—it was also
fearful. \ es, it was true that that woman was his Mary
Brown. The light-brown ringlets were reduced to a
wliite stratum of thin hail*

]
the blue eyes were grey,

without light and without speculation
; the roses on

the cheeks were replaced by a pallor, the forerunner of
the colour of death

j the lithe and sprightly form was
a thin spectral body, where the sinews appeared as
strong cords, and the skin seemed only to cover a
skeleton. Yet, withal, he saw in her that identical
Mary Brown, That wreck was dear to him

;
it was a

relic of the idol he had worshipped through life
;

it

wiis the only remnant in the world which had any in-

terest for him
;
and he could on the instant have clasped

her to his breast, and covered her pale face with his

tears. But how was he to act ? A sudden announce-
ment might startle and distress her.

“ U hero was once a Mary l^rown,” said he, who was
once a liousemaid in Mr. looter Ramsay’s inn in St.

Mary’s Wynd.”
“And who can it be that can recollect that?” was

tlio answer, as she turned the sightless orbs on the
speaker. “Ye niaun be full o’ years. Yes, that was
my Jiappy time, even the only hai)py time 1 ever had
in this world.”

“And there was one William llalket there at that

time also,” he continued.

Wonls wliich, as they fell upon the ear, seemed to

be a stimulant so jiowerful as to produce a jerk in the

organ
;
the dulness of the eyes seemed penetrated with

something like light, and a tremor passed over lier en-
tire frame.

“That name is no to bo mentioned, sir,” she said
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nervously, “ except ^ince and nae mair
;
he was my

ruin
;
for he pledged his troth to me, and promised to

come back and marry me, but he never came.”
“ Nor wrote you ? ” said Halket.
“No, never,” replied she; “I would hae gien the

world for a scrape o’ the pen o’ Will Halket
; but it’s

a past now, and I fancy he is dead and gone to whaur
there is neither plighted troth, nor marriage, nor giving
in marriage

; and my time, too, will be short.”
A light broke in upon the mind of Halket, carrying

the suspicion that Mr. Dreghorn had, for the sake of
keeping him at Peach Grove, never forwarded the
letters, whereto many circumstances tended.
“And what did you do when you found Will had

proved false ?” inquired Halket. “Why should that
have been your ruin ?

”

“ Because my puir heart was bound up in him,” said
she, ‘ and I never could look upon another man. Then
what could a puir woman do ? My mother died, and Icame here to work as she wrought—ay, fifty years ago
and my reward has been the puir boon o^ the parfsh
bread

; ay, and waur than a’ the rest, blindness.”
“Mary !” said Halket, as he took her emaciated hand

into his, scarcely less emaciated, and divested of the
genial warmth.

sh^k^
carried the old sound, and she started.and

continued, “ WiU Halket still lives. Hewas betrayed, as you have been betrayed. He wrote^ree letters to you, all of which were kept back by his

us^fiU ’to h-
beuseful to him

; and, to complete the conspiracy, he re-nted you dead upon the authority of Peter Ramsav

but
betook himself to the making ofmoney •

but he never forgot his Mary, whose namf has S
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heard as often as the song of the birds in the groves

of Virginia.”

“Ah, you are Will himself!” cried she. “I ken

now the sound o’ your voice in the word ‘Mary,’ even

as you used to whisper it in my 'ear in the fields at St.

Leonard’s. Let me put my hand upon your head,

and move my fingers ower your face. Yes, yes. Oh,

mercy, merciful God, how can my poor worn heart

bear a’ this I”

“ Mary, my dear Mary !” ejaculated the moved man,

“ come to my bosom and let me press you to my heart;

for this is the only blissful moment I have enjoyed for

sixty years.”

Nor was Mary deaf to his entreaties, for she resigned

herself as in a swoon to an embrace, which an excess

of emotion, working on the shrivelled heart and the

wasted form, probably prevented her from feeling.

“But, oh, Willie!” she cried, “ a life’s love lost; a

lost life on both our sides.”

“Not altogether,” rejoined he, in the midst of their

mutual sobs. “ It may be—nay, it is—that our sands

are nearly run. Yea, a rude shake would empty the

glass, so weak and wasted are both ol us
;
but still

there arc a few grains to pass, and they shall be made

golden. You are the only living creature in all this

world I have any care for. More thousands of pounds

than you ever dreamt of are mine, and will be yours.

We will be married even yet, not as the young marry,

but as those marry who may look to their knowing

each other as husband and wife' in heaven, where there

arc no cruel, interested men to keep them asunder;

and for the short time wc are here you shall ride in

your carriage as a lady, and be attended by seivants;

nor shall a rude breath ol wind blow upon you which

it is in the power of man to save you iroui.”
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“ Ower late, Willie, ower late,” sighed the exhaustpil
woman, as she still lay in his arms. “But if all this
should please my Will—I canna use anothei* name,
though you are now a gentleman—I will do even as
you list, and that which has been by a cruel fate
denied us here w'e may share in heaven.”
“And who shall witness this strange marriao-eV”

said he. “There is no one in Edinburgh now tlmt 1

knoAv or knows me. Has any one ever been kind to
you ?

”

“ Few, few indeed,” answered she. “ I can count
only three.”

“ I must know these wonderful exceptions,” said he,
as he made an attempt at a grim smile

;
“ for those

who have done a service to Mary BroAvn have done a
double service to me. I will make every shilliho- they
have given you a hundred pounds. Tell me their
names.”

ihere is John Gilmour, my landlord,” continued
she, “who, though he needed a’ his rents for a bi-
family, passed me many a term, and forbye brouo^lR
me often, when I was ill and couldna work, main^ a
bottle o wine

; there is Mrs. Paterson o’ the Water4te
too, who amce, when I gaed to her in sair need, Lveme a shilling out o’ three that she needed for her
bairns; and Mrs. Galloway, o’ Little Lochend, slipt in
to me a peck o’ meal ae morning when I had naethiim
tor breakfast.” °

And these shall be at our marriage, Itlarv ” s-iid

they aie themselves. Juhn Gilmour will wonder

toVn have

and Mrs. GaUoway’s peck of meal will be made like

399
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the AvidoAv’s cruse of oil—it 'will never be finished

while she is on earth.”

Whereupon Mary raised her head. The blank eyes

were turned upon him, and something like a smile

played over the thin and wasted face. At the same

moment a fair-haired gii'l of twelve years came jump-

ing into the room, and only stopped when she saw a

stranger.

“ That is Helen Kemp,” said Mary, who knew her

movements. “I forgot Helen; she lights my fire, and

when I was able to gae out used to lead me to the

Park.”
“ And she shall be one of the favoured ones of the

earth,” said he, as he took by the hand the girl, whom
the few words from Mary had made sacred to him,

adding, “ Helen, dear, you are to be kinder to Mary

than you have ever been and, slipping into the girl’s

hand a guinea, he whispered, “ You shall have as

many of these as Avill be a bigger tocher to you than

you ever dreamed of, for what you have done for

Mary Brown.”

And thus progressed to a termination a scene, per-

haps more extraordinary than ever entered into the

head of a writer of natural tilings and events not

beyond the S[)here of the probable. Nor did what

aflerwards took place fall short of the intentions of a

man whose intense yearnings to make up for what* had

been lost led him into the extravagance of a vain

fancy. He next day took a great house, and forthwitli

furnished it in proportion to his wealth. He hired

servants in accordance, and made all tlie neccssaiy

arrangements for the marriage. Time, which had been

so cruel to him and his sacred Mary, was put under

the obligation of retribution. John Gilmour, Mrs.

Paterson, Mrs. Galloway, and Helen Kemp wore those,
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and those alone, privileged to witness the ceremony.

We would not like to describe how they were decked

out, nor shall we try to describe the ceremony Itself

But vain are the aspirations of man when he tries to

cope with the Fates ! The changed fortune was too

much for the frail and wasted bride to bear. She
swooned at the conclusion of the ceremony, and was
put into a silk-curtained bed. Even the first glimpse
of grandeur was too much for the spirit whose sigh

was “ vanity, all is vanity,” and, with the words on her
lips, “ A life's love lost,” she died.
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TIBBY FOWLER.

‘ Tibby Fowler o’ the glen,

A' the lads are wooiu’ at her. Old Song,

All our readers have heard and sung of “ Ti

Fowler o’ the glen but they may not all be aware

that the glen referred to lies within about four miles

of Berwick. No one has seen and not admired the

romantic amphitheatre below Edrington Castle, through

which the Whitadder coils like a beautiful seipent

glittering in the sun, and sports in fantastic curves

beneath the pasture-clad hills, the grey ruin, the mossy

and precipitous crag, and tlie pyramid of woods, whose

branches, meeting from either side, bend down and

kiss the glittering river, till its waters seem lost in theii

leafy bosom. Now, gentle reader, if you have looked

upon the scene we have described, we shall make plain

to you the situation of Tibby Fowler’s cottage, by a

homely map, which is generally at hand. You have

only to bend your arm, and suppose your shoulder to

represent Edrington Castle, your hand Clarabad, and

near the elbow you will have the spot where “ten cam

l owing owre the water a little nearer to Clarabad is

the “ lang <lyke side,” and immediately at the loot of it

is th<‘ site of Tibby’s ootlage, wbicb stood upon the

I'idiingtoii sifle of tiie i-iver; and a little to the west of

f lm cotlagn, yon will lind a .shadowy row of palm-trees,

planted, as Iradition testilieth, by the bands of libby s

faiber, old Ned Fowler, of whom many speak until

this day. The locality of the song was known to
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many
;
and if any should be inclined to inquire how

we became acquainted with the other particulars of

our story, we have only to reply, that that belongs to a

class of questions to which we do not return an answer.

There is no necessity for a wi’iter of tales taking for his

motto—vitam impendere vero. Tibby’s parents had tlve

character of being “ bien bodies;” and, together with

their own savings, and a legacy that had been left theia

by a relative, they were enabled at their death to leave

their daughter in possession of five hundred pounds.

This was esteemed a fortune in those days, and w’^ould

afford a very respectable foundation for the rearing of

one yet. Tibby, however, was left an orphan, as w^ell

as the sole mistress of five hundred pounds, and the

proprietor of a neat and well-furnished cottage, with a
piece of land adjoining, before she had completed her
nineteenth year

;
and w^hen we add that she had hair

like the raven’s wings when the sun glances upon them,
cheeks where the lily and the rose seemed to have lent
their most delicate hues, and eyes like twin dew-drops
glistening beneath a summer moonbeam, with a waist
and an arm rounded like a model for a sculptor, it is

not to be wondered at that “ a’ the lads cam’ Avooin’ at
her.” But she had a woman’s heart as well as woman’s
beauty and the portion of an heiress. She found her
cottage surrounded, and her path beset, by a herd of
grovelling pounds-shillings-and-pence hunters, whom
her very soul loathed. The sneaking wretches, who
profaned the name of lovers, seemed to have money
written on their very eyeballs, and the sighs they pro-
fessed to heave in her presence sounded to her like
stifled groans oi—your gold—your gold I She did not
hate them, but she despised their meanness

;
and as

they one by one gave up persecuting her Avith their
addresses, they consoled themselves Avith retorting upon
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her the words of the adage, that ‘‘ her pride would
have a fall !” But it was not from pride that she re^

jected them, but because hei heart was capable of love

—of love, pure, devoted, unchangeable, springing from

being beloved, and because her feelings were sensitive

as the quivering aspen, which trembles at the rustling

of an insect’s wing. Amongst her suitors there might

have been some who were disinterested
;
but the mean-

ness and sordid objects of many caused her to regard

all with suspicion, and there Avas none among the

number to whose voice her bosom responded as the

needle turns to the magnet, and frequently from a

cause as inexplicable. She had resolved that the man
to whom she gave her hand should wed her for herself

—and for herself only. Her parents had died in the

same month
;
and about a year after their death she

sold the cottage and the piece of ground, and took her

journey towards Edinburgh, where the report of her

being a “ great fortune,” as her neighbours term her,

might be unknown. But Tibby, although a sensitive

girl, was also, in many respects, a prudent one. Fre-

quently she had heard her mother, when she had to

take but a shilling from the legacy, quote the proverb,

that it was
“ Like a cow in a clout,

That soon wears out.”

Proverbs we know are in bad taste, but we quote it,

because by its repetition the mother produced a deeper

impression on her daugliter’s mind than could have

been effected by a volume of sentiment. Bearing

therefore in her memory the maxim of her frugal

parent, Tibby deposited her money in the only bank,

we believe, that was at tliat period in the Scottish

capital, and hired herself as a child’s iniiid in the family

of a gentleman who occupied a house in the neighbour-
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hood of Rcstalrig. Here the story of her fortune was
unknown, and Tibby was distinguished only for a kind
heart and a lovely countenance. It was during the
summer months, and Leith Links became her daily
resort

;
and there she was wont to walk witli a child in

her arms and another leading by the hand, for there
she could wander by the side of the sounding sea

;
and

her heart still glowed for her father’s cottage and its

fairy glen, where she had often heard the voice of its

deep waters, and she felt the sensation which we be-
lieve may have been experienced by many -who nave
been born within hearing of old Ocean’s roar, that
wherever they may be, they hear the murmur of its
billows as the voice of a youthful friend, and she almost
fancied, as she approached the sea, that she drew nearer
the home which sheltered her infancy. She had been
but a few vveeks in the family we have alluded to,
when, returning from her accustomed Avalk, her eyes
met those of a young man habited as a seaman. He
appeared to be about five-and-twenty, and his features
were rather manly than handsome. There was a dash
of boldness and confidence in his countenance

; but as
the eyes of the maiden met his, he turned aside as if
abashed and passed on. Tibby blushed at her foolish-
ness, but she could not help it, she felt interested in
the stranger. There was an expression, a language,
an inquiry m his gaze, she had never witnessed before!

e would have turned round to cast a look after him

^orLl" "modest;

^ entertaining the silly wish, when the
child who walked by her side fell a few yards behind.She turned round to call him by his name—Tibby was
certain that she had no motive but to call the child, andough she did steal a sidelong glance towards the spot



104 TALES OF THE BORDERS.

where she had passed the stranger, it was a mere acci-

dent, it could not be avoided—at least so the maiden
wished to persuade her conscience against her convic-
tion

;
but that glance revealed to her the young sailor,

not pursuing the path on which she had met him, but
following her within the distance of a few yards, and
until she reached her master’s door, she heard the
sound of his footsteps behind her. She experienced
an emotion between being pleased and offended at his

conduct, though we suspect the former eventually pre-
dominated, for the next day she was upon the Links as

usual, and there also was the young seaman, and again
he followed her to within sight of her master’s liouse.

How long this sort of dumb love-making, or the plea-

sures of diffidence continued, we cannot tell. Certain
it is that at length he spoke, wooed, and conquered

;
and

about a twelvemontli after their first meeting, Tibby
Fowler became the wife of AVilliam Gordon, the mate
of a foreign trader. On the second week after their

marriage William was to sail upon a long, long voyage,

and miglit not be expected to return for more than
twelve months. Tliis was a severe trial for poor Tibb}^,

and she felt as if she Avould not be able to stand up
against it. As yet her husband knew nothing of her

dowry, and for tins hour she had reserved its dis-

covery. A few days before their marriage she had
lifted lier money from the bank and deposited it in her

chest.

“ No, Willie, my ain Willie,” she cried, “ye maunna,
ye winna leave me already: I have neither faitlier,

nu)|]ier, brotlier, nor kindred; naebody but you, Willie;

only you in the wide world
;
and I am a stranger liere,

and ye winna leave your Tibby. Say tluit ye winna

WiHi(‘.” And she Avrung liis hand, gazed in his lace

and wept.
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I maun gang, dearest
;

I maun gang,” said Willie,
and passed her to his breast

;
“ but the thocht o’ mvam wifie will mak the months chase ane anither like

the moon driving shadows owre the sea. There’s nae
danger in the voyage, hinny,, no a grain o’ danger:
sae dinna greet

; but come, kiss me, Tibby, and when Icome name IJl mak ye leddy o’ them a’
”

“Oh no, no, Willie!” she replied; “I want to be

[“w
^ my Willie. Only say

thin/f .

®«mething here, some-

and font V ° hurried to her chest,and took from it a large leathern pocket-book that hadeen her father’s, and which contained her treasure

pounds™*^”^'”^
somewhat more than six hundred

she threw l“

"" " returned to her husband;

focke blkTurT' the

transfer it to you—but dinna, dinna leave me ”
saying, she hurried out of the room We will noiattempt to describe the astonishment, we may say the

and Snding .he a„,ookei-ro. H^et
ll.at hei°Dnt,''

‘here is litile chance

pounds iL hS ZTS'dtn’lnish Z'' t ‘’hnor did i. diminish .ha. of WiUiam Gordon He“‘
’

linqmshed his in.ention of proceeding of?; fvoj age, and purchased a small coastln? vessel

uLroiZmoZrU oommander.° Five’ yea -s' of

become rZ:7:ir‘Z!
eold hU small vessel and p7clnsed 1 f’'-’

“““
- filing :. up all .he gains of his five SXVrrs

Thus
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were swallowed up. But trade was good. She was a

beautiful brig, and he had her called the Tibby Fowler,

lie now took a fond farewell of his wife and little ones

upon a foreign voyage which was not calculated to ex-

ceed four months, and which held out high promise

of advantage. But four, eight, twelve months passed

away, and there were no tidings of the Tibby Foxoler,

liritain was then at war
;

tliere were enemies’ ships

and pirates upon the sea, and there had been fierce

storms and hurricanes since her husband left
;
and

Tibby thought of all these things and wept
;
and her

lisping children asked her when their father would

return, for he had promised presents to all, and she

answered, to-morrow, and to-morrow, and turned from

them and wept again. She began to be in want, and

at first she received assistance from some of the friends

of their prosperity
;

but all hope of her husband’s

return was now al)andoncd
;
the ship was not insured,

and the mother and her family were reduced to beg-

gary, In order to support them, she sold one article

of furniture after another, until what remained was

seized by the landlord in security for his rent. It was

then that Tibby and her children, with scarce a blanket

to cover them, were cast friendless upon the streets, to

die or to beg. To the last resource she coidd not yet

stoop, and from the remnants of former friendship she

was furnished with a basket and a few trilling wares,

with which, wilh her children by her side, she set out,

with a broken and a sorrowful lieart, wandering from

vilhage to villag(\ She had travelled in this manner

for some months, when she drew near her native glen,

atid the cottage that had been her father’s, that had

been her own, stood befon^ her. She had Iravt'llotl all

the day and sold nothing. Her children were pulling

by her iailered gown, weeping and crying, “Bread.
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mother, give us bread!” and her own heart was sick

with hunger.
“ Oh, wheesht, my darlings, wheesht!” she exclaimed,

and she fell upon her knees and threw her arms round
the necks of all the three, “ you will get bread soon

;

the Almighty will not permit my bairns to perish
;
no,

no
;
ye shall have bread.”

In despair she hurried to the cottage of her birth.
The door was opened by one who had been a rejected
suitor. He gazed upon her intently for a few seconds

:

and she was still young, being scarce more than six-
and-twenty, and in the midst of her wretchedness, vet
lovely.

“ Gude gracious, Tibby Fowler I” he exclaimed, “ is

that you ? Poor creature ! are ye seeking charity ?
Weel, I think ye’ll mind what I said to you now, that
your pride would have a fa’!”

While the heartless owner of the cottage yet spoke,
a voice behind her was heard exclaiming, “It is her!
it is her ! my ain Tibby and her bairns !”

At the well-knowm voice, Tibby uttered a wild scream
of joy, and fell senseless on the earth

; but the next
moment her husband, William Gordon, raised her to his
breast. Three weeks before he had returned to Britain
and traced her from village to village, till he found her
in the midst of their children, on the threshold of
t e p ace of her nativity. His story we need not
here tell. He had fallen into the hands of the enemy •

he had been retained for months on board of their
vessel

; and when a storm had arisen, and hope was
gone, he had saved her from being lost and her crewfrom perishing. In reward for his services, his own
vessel had been restored to him, and he was returned

rttl eighteen months,
richer than when he left, and laden with honours. The
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rest is soon told. After Tibby and her husband had
wept upon each other’s neck, and he had kissed his

children, and again their mother, with his youngest
child on one arm, and liis wife resting on the other, he
liastened from the spot that had been the scene of such
bitterness and transport. In a few years more, William
Gordon having obtained a competency, they re-pur-
chased the cottage in the glen, where Tibby Fowler
lived to see her children’s children, and died at a good
old age in the house in which she had been born—the
remains of which, we liave only to add, for the edifica-

tion of the enrious, may be seen until this day.
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THE CRADLE OF LOGIF.

It is not very easy, when we consider the great desire
manifested by authors and editors to serve up piquanc
dishes of fiction on the broad table of literature, to ac-
count for the fact that the undoubtedly true story of
the Cradle of Logie and the Indian Princess, as she is

often called, should never have appeared in print. It
has apparently escaped the sharpest eyes of our chroni-
clers. Sir Walter Scott did not appear to have much
fancy for Angus

;
but it would seem that the facts of

this strange occurrence in a civilised country, and not
very far back, had never reached him. Even the
histoiies of Forfarshire are silent

5
and the pictures of

Scotland for tourists, which generally seize on any
romantic trait connected with a locality or an old ruin,
have also overlooked them. Yet the principal person-
age in the drama was one whose name was for years in
the mouths of the people, not only for peculiarities of
character, but retribution of fate

;
and this local fame

has died away only within a comparatively recent
period. It was in my very early years that I saw
the Cradle, and heard, imperfectly, its tale from my
mother; but her account was comparatively meao-re.

sought long for details
; nor was I by any nanius

mccessful till I fell in with a man named Amiuadab
iairweather, a resident at the Scouring Burn, in
Dundee, who was in the habit of frequenting Logie
House, and who, though very old, remembered many
01 the circumstances,
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The truth is, there were rich flesh-pots in Logie

House—richer than those which supplied the muscles of

the Theban mummies, so enduring through long ages,

no doubt, from being so well fed
;
for Mr. Fletcher of

Lindertes,* who was proprietor of the mansion, was the

greatest epicurean and glossogaster that ever lived since

Leontine times. Then a woman called Jenny M‘Pherson,

who had in early life, like “ a good Scotch louse,” who
“ aye travels south,” found her way from Lochaber to

London, where she had got into George’s kitchen, and

learned something better than to make sour kraut,

was the individual who administered to her master’s

epicureanism, if not gulosity. Nay, it was said she

had a hand in the tragedy of the Cradle
;
but, however

that may be, it is certain she was deep in the confidences

of Fletcher. But then Mrs. McPherson, as she cliose

to call herself—though the never a McPherson was con-

nected with her except by the ties of blood, which,

like those of all Celts, had their loose terminations dang-

ling into infinity at the beginning of the world’s history

—was given to administering the contents of her savoury

flesh-pots to others than the family of Logie
;
yea, lilce

a true Highlander, she delighted in having henchmen

—

or haunchmeu truly, in this instance—who gave her

love in I’eturu for her edible luxuries. It happened

that our said Aminadab was one of those favoured in-

dividuals
;
and it is lucky for this generation that he

was, for if he had not been, there would assuredly have

bci(*n no records of the Cradle and the black lady.

It was in a little })a.rl()ur olF the big kitchen that

Janet received her henchmen. And was there ever

man so happy as our good Aminadab ?—and that for

several human reasons, whcreol the first was certainly

Hr. Fletcher had also the property of Baliasloo as well ns

bogie. They've all passed into other hands.
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the Logie flesh-pots
;
the second, the stories about the

romantic place wherewith she contrived to garnish and
spice these savoury mouthfuls

;
and last, Janet herself,

who was always under the feminine delusion that she
was the corpcrate representative cf the first of these
leasons, if, indeed, the others Avere not mere adjecta^
not to be taken into account

; whereas there were
doubts if she was for herself ever counted at all, except
as the mere “ old-pot” which contained the realities.
And their happiness w'ould certainly have been com-
plete if it had not been—at least in the case of Aminadab

-that it could be enjoyed only by passing through that
grim medium, a churchyard. But then, is not all
celestial bliss burdened by this condition

;
nay, is not

e\en our earthly bliss, which is a foretaste of heaven,
only a flower raised upon the rottenness of other flowers—a type of the soul as it issues from cori’uption ?
les, Aminadab could not get to the holy of holies
except by passing through Logie kirkyard, a small and
most romantic Golgotha, on the left of the road leading
to Lochee, whose inhabitants it contained, and which
^Nas so limited and crowded, that one might prefigure
It as one of those holes or d^ungeons in Michael Angelo’s
pictures, belching forth spirits in the shape of inverted
tadpoles, the tail uppermost, and yet representing as-cending sparks. The wickets that surrounded Logie

side of Balgav
Hill, and flanked on the east by a deep gully, where-hrough runs a small stream, which, so far as I know
lias no name—were locked at night.

^ ’

this place, at the late hours when these
behoved to seek their savoury rewards
drawback to Aminadab’s supreme bliss!
Aud If the time of these sjmposial niectinKs hadbeen someivliat later in the centurj-, how much more

The terrors of
said henchmen
were the only
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formidable would have been a passage through this

contracted valley of tumuli and bones ! No church-

yard, except those of Judea, was ever invested with

such terrors—not the mystical fears of a di\’ine fate

seen in the descending cloud, with Justice gleaming

with fiery eyes on Sin, and holding those scales, the

decision of which would destine to eternal bliss or

eternal Avoe, and that Justice personified in Him
‘‘ whose glory is a burning like the burning of a fire,”

—no, but the revolting fears produced by the pro-

fanity of that poor worm of very common mud, which

has been since the beginning of time acting the God.

Ay, the aurelia-born image of grace sees a difference

when it looks from the sun to the epigenetic thing

which He raises out of corruption. There was, in that

small place of skulls, a rehearsal of the great day. We
hear little of these freaks now-a-days

;
but it was

different then, when men made themselves demons by

drink. One night William Maule of Panmure, then

in his days of graceless frolic
;

Fletcher Read, the

nephew of the laird, and subsequently the laird him-

self, of Logie
;
Rob Thornton, the merchant, Dudhope,

and other kindred spirits, who used to sing in the inn of

Sandy Morren, the hotel-keeper, Death begone, heies

none but souls,” sallied drunk from the inn. The story

goes that the night was dark, and there stood at the

door a hearse, which had that day conveyed to the

“ howf,” now about to be shut up because of its offence

against the nostrils of men who are not destined to need

a grave, the wife of an inconsolable husband and the

mother of children
;
and thereupon came from Maule s

mouth—for wickedness will seek its playful function

in a pun—the proposition that the bacchanals sho^iild

have a rehearsal in the kirkyard of Logie. ell,

it signified, of course, nothing that the Black Princess
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had been buried there, so far away from the land of
‘‘ the balmy East,”

“ Wliere the roses blow and the oranges grow,
And all is divine but man below.’*

Fletcher Eead might have recollected this, but what
fhough? Was not the pun a good one—worthy of
Hood ? They all mounted the hearse, Panmure being
driver

;
nor could Sandy Morren give to these white-

robed spirits, who were so soon to rise in glory from
the envious earth, more than a sour-milk horn and
half a dozen of snow-white table-cloths for the theatri-
cal property of the great players. So it has been since
the time when the shepherd who killed the son of
iEbolus, for that he gave them wine which they thought
was poison, because they found their heads out of order

wine still generates on folly the afflatus of madness.
The story goes on. The night was as dark as those
places they were to illumine with their white robes,
alas ! not of innocence. But the darkness was not of
the moon’s absence in another hemisphere

;
only that

darkness which is cloud-born, and must cede in twink-
ling yet glorious intervening moments to the moon,
when she will salute the graves and the marriage-
guests

;
and the hearse, as it slowly wended its way up

the road to Lochee, every now and then pouring forth
from its dark inside peals of laughter. The travellers
on the road look with wide eyes at the grim appari-
Uon, and flee. They arrive at the rough five-bar stile

;
It is thrown back, and the hearse is driven into the
place of the dead. The story goes on. There is silence
everywhere, and appropriately there, where the four
brick corners of the smoke-coloured Cradle rise from
the hoUow of Balgay HiU. They waited till the moon
shone out again in her calm, breathless repose

; and
400
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then resounded from the clanging black boards of the
hearse a terrible din resembling thunder, and already
each man, with his table-cover rolled round him, was
snug behind the solemn head-stones, storied with
domestic loves severed by the dark angeL
Now was the time for the trumpet-call, which be-

hoved to be sounded by the cycloborean lungs of the

broad-chested Panmure. The story has no reason to

flag where the stake of the grimelinage is the upraising
of white-robed spirits. The sour-milk horn is sounded
as it never was sounded before on the earth which had
passed away

;
every spirit comes forth from below the

head-stones
;
and there rose a Avail of misery Avhich

nothing but wine could have produced.
“ Mercy on our poor souls !

”

‘^Justice,” cried Maule. “Stand out there, Bob
Thornton, and answer for the sins done in the body.”
The story goes on, and it intercalates “fie, fie, on
man.” Thornton stands forth shrieking for the said

mercy.
“ Was not you, sir, last night, of the time of the

past world, in the inn kept by Sandy Morren, in the

tOAvn called Bonnie Dundee—bonnie in all save its

sin, and its magistracy gone a-begging, and its hemp-
spinners,^ and the effect of Sandy Riddoch's reign

—

drinking and swearing ?
”

“ I was.”

Then doAvni vrith you to the pit which has no
bottom whatsomever.”

And Thornton disappears in the hollow not far from
Avhere the brick Cradle stands.

“ Stand forth, Fletcher Read.*'

“ Weren’t you, sir, art and part in confining in

yonder dungeon the poor unfortunate black lady,

* There is some preAusion here which I cannot erplaiiL
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whereby she Avas murdered by that villain of an uncle
of yours, Fletcher of Lindertes ?”

“ I was.”
“ Down with you to the pit and the lake of brim-

stone.”

And down he went into the same valley.
Stand forth, Dudhopc.”

“ Were not you, sir, seen, on the 21st of December
of the late dynasty of time, in the company of one of
these denizens of Rougedom in the Overgate, that dis-
grace of the last world, for Avhich it has very properly
been burnt up like a scroll of Sandy Eiddoch’s pecula-
tions ?

*

“ I Avas.”

“ Then doAvn to the pit.”

And Dudhope—even he the representative of Graham
of opprobrious memory—disappeared.

“ You re all (cried Maule) like the Lady of Luss’s

the ring
intcf the tub, and didn’t count.”
And so on with the rest, till there were no more togo oAvn. Yet the horn sounded again, for Maule Avasnot so drunk that he did not remember there were anymore to come

; but then, had he not been singing in

S- ?!'”?’ ta”souls i The story goes on. The horn having soundedheie stood forth a figure that did not belong to this

clotht witr^bl
^

Clothes, with a black bonnet, and an umbrella in herand How the great God can show his power over

Mrs Geddes^’ fT ' l
^

much^t th. / having got a little toomuch at the Scouring Burn, had, on her Avay home

had^bp ^
of her husband, whoad been buried only a week before, and having got
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drowsy, had fallen asleep on the flat stone which

covered him. In a half dreamy state she had seen all

this terrible mummery—no mummery to her
;
for she

thought it real : and as every one stood forward by
name, she often said to herself, “ When will it be

Johnnie’s turn, poor man ? for he was an awfu’ sinner;

I fear the pit’s owre guid for him.” But Johnnie was

not called. And then she expected her own summons
—fell agony of a moment of the expectation of scorch-

ing flames to envelope her body, the flesh of which,

as she pinched herself, had feeling and sensibility.

Then if these great men, whose names she had often

heard of, and who, as having white robes, and riches,

and honours, might have expected to get to heaven,

and yet didn’t, what was to become of her, who had

only dark garments, and who had been drinking that

night at the Scouring Burn? There was no great

wonder that Mrs. Geddes was distressed, yea miserable;

and when she heard the horn sounded and no one went

forward—Johnnie was of course afraid, and was con-

cealing himself—she stood up with her umbrella in

her hand. And Maule, now getting terrified through

the haze of his drunkenness, cried out, “ Who are
•jyou r

“ Mrs. Geddes, Johnnie Geddes’s wife, o’ the village

o’ Lochee, just twa miles frae that sink o’ sin, Bonnie

Dundee. 1 hae been a great sinner. I kept company

wi’ Sandy Simpson when Johnnie was living, and came

here to greet owre his grave.”

“A woman I” cried Maule; “then to heaven as fast

as your wings will carry you.”

And this man, who braved God, shook with terror

before a weak woman
;
and so did all these brave bac-

chanals, who, on hearing the horn wlion no more re-

mained to bo condemned, thought their false God had
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called them, aud had returned to witness the object of

their new-born fear. Hurrying into the hearse, the
party were in a few minutes posting to Dundee in
solemn silence, where they arrived about two o’clock,

not to resume their orgies, but to separate each for his
home, with the elements in him of a sense of retribu-
tion, not forgotten for many a day. At the long run
the story finishes, and the chronicler, lifting up his
hands to heaven, cries, “ Is there no end, Lord, is

there no end to the profanity of man ? Lord, why
stayeth the hand of vengeance ?

”

If guidman Aminadab had known these things

—

which he couldn’t do, because, like Sir James Col-
quhoun s last day (of the session), which he wanted the
judges to abolish, this last day (of the world) happened
after the said Aminadab was in the habit of seeking
Mis. M Pherson s parlour—he would have had greater
deductions from his pleasure

;
for Aminadab read his

Bible, and belonged to the first Secession. And so it
was better he didn’t, especially on that night when

rs. M'Pherson had been so extraordinarily conde-
scending to her henchman as to set before him a fine
piece of pork, in recognition of his adherence to the
resolution of leaving the flesh-pots of Egypt—the old
Church. It was a dark night in January. There was
a cheerful fire in the neat parlour, a^d Janet was
communicative, if not chatty, in good English, got in
George’s kitchen at Kew.

would like aU this better,” said Aminadab, “ if Ihad not that churchyard to come through: and then
there s that fearful-looking Cradle in the hollow, with^r lums like the stumpt posts of a child’s rocking-bed.

a IS it, Janet ? it’s not a cow-house, nor a hen-
house but a pure dungeon, fearful to free men, who
taight shudder to be confined in it.”
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What more ?” said Jauet. Do you know any-

thing more, Aminadab?”
“ Yes

;
but I am eating Logie’s pork, and don’t like

to say much.”
“ Never mind the pork, man

;
speak out. Do the

folks down in the town say anything, or shake their

heads, or point their fingers ?”

Well, they say there’s a human being confined in

it,” replied Aminadab. ‘‘ And so they may, for sounds

have been heard coming from the dark hole—ay, and
I have heard them myself—deep moans and weeping.

I would like to know if there’s a secret.”

“ Hush, hush, Aminadab. There is a secret, and

you’re the only man I would speak of it to.”

And Mrs. McPherson rose solemnly and locked the

door upon herself and her henchman.
“You know, Aminadab, that my master came from

Bombay some years ago, and brought home with him
a black wife. Dear, good soul—so kind, so timid, so

cheerful too; but, lle«avcn help me, what could I do?
—for you know Mr. Fletcher is a terrible man. lie

docs not fear the face of clay
;
and the scowl upon his

face when he is in his moods is terrible. I am bound
to obey.”

“But what of hoi*?” said Aminadab. “It’s no

surely she who is in the horrid hole?”
“ Never you mind that, but eat your bacon, you fool

for stopping me. When I’m sto[>ped, I seldom begin

again for a day and night at least.”

“ Something like your master, Janet.”

“ No, Aminadab
;

1 have a hearty lad.”

“ That I know, Janet,” said Aminadab, with a lump

of pork in his mouth
;

“ and—and—it— is—fat—lass.”

“ And the easier swallowed,” vsnid she

“I meant your heart, Mrs. M‘Phcrson.
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“ And I must swallow that too, as it seems to come
up my throat and choke me, even as the pork seems to
do you. Take time, Aminadab, There’s no hurry,
man. Ah well, then, we have it all among the ser-
vants how Mr. Fletcher got my lady. He was a great
man in Bombay—governor, I think, or something near
that and my lady was the only daughter of the Na-
wab or Nabob of some kingdom near Bombay—I for-
get the strange Indian name. She was the very petted
child of her father

j
and when Mr. Fletcher saw her,

she was running about the palace like a wild, playful
creature— I may say, our bonny little roes of the High-
land hills, or maybe another creature she used to speak
about, I think they call it gazelle, with such wonderful
eyes for shining, that you cannot look into them no
more you could at the sun. For, oh, Aminadab 1 they
have strange things in these places, which are much
nearer the sun than we are here in this old country.
But the mighty Nabob was unwiUing to give her to
the white-faced lover, even though he was the governor
of Bombay, forbye having Balinsloe and Lindertes in
Scotland too. Maybe he thought a Scotsman could
not like a black Indian princess, though she was with
her grand shawls about her, and her jewelled turban,
and diamonds and pearls, and all that

; and maybe’
minadab, he thought”—and here Janet lowered her

husky voice—“ that it was just for these fine things he
wanted her, rich though he was himself. Yet, strange

Nabob had promised the man who
should marry his daughter the weight of herself in fine
Indian gold, weighed in a balance, as her tocher. Heard
ye ever the like of a tocher, man ?

”

“ That would depend upon her size and weight, Janet,
ass. Now,, had you a tocher like that, it would be agey uslness, I think,—fourteen potato-stones at the
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very least, I would say, eli ?
”—and he must get quit

of the mouthful before he coiild finish
—“ Eh, Janet?”

“ And if you go on at that rate with my pork, you

will not, by-and-by, be much behind me. But, guid

faith, Aminadab, I’m not ashamed, lad, of my size. A
poor, smoke-dried, shrivelled cook shames her guid

savoury dishes, intended to fatten mankind and make

them jolly. But you are right about the offer of the

Nabob. The creature was small, and light, and lithe,

and could not rveigh much. But then, think of the

jewels ! These did not depend upon her weight, but

upon their own light. Oh, what diamonds, and rubies,

and pearls as big as marbles ! I have looked at them

till my eyes reeled with the light of them
;
and no

wonder, when I have heard them valued at a hundred

thousand guineas—and to think of all that being he

in a little box

!

There is one necklace worth fifteen

thousand itself.”
, a j 1.1

“ And yet a small neck, too, maybe ?— And tfiou

shalt make a necklace to fit her neck,’ said the Lord.

It would not be half the girth of yours, Mrs. M‘Pher-

•j a
son r .. ... .,

“Ay, Aminadab; not a half, nor anything hke it.

But don’t stop me again, lad, or I’ll stop the pork.

panse.) Ah, well, I fear it was the shining jewels, aud

not the l.lack fiicc, did the business on my master s side.

And, of course, he would be all smiles at the Nabobs

court; for, Aminadab, my lad, there never was on

the face of (lod’s earth a man who could so soon

change the horrid dark scowl into the very light ol

snnshine as Mr. Fletcher. I have seen him,

companv with Kincaldrnm, ami Dudhope, and Lion-

eagles, and tlie rest, laughing till his face ivas as rcc as

the sun, then, all of a sudden, when some of Ins moods

came over him, turn just like a fiend now come out ot
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oh, III just say it out, Ariiinadab, though ye be of
the Sccedei-s—just hell, lad.”

“ But, good mother Janet

—

yj

•

“ Mother your own mother, man, fill you be a father
u;)iiiadab. Have I not told you to let me go on ?

i here’s no honour in a mother: that sow you arc eat-
ing Avas the mother six times of thirteen at each litter •

and I think that’s about seventy-eight. Mother, for-
sooth 1 Ay and yet you’U see a beggar wretch, cladm tanterwallops—rags is owre guid a Avoid—comino-
to^Logie door, and looking as if she had the right toemand meal from me, merely because she has two at
ler feet and one in her arms. Such honourable gaber-
unzies get no meal from me. My master was keen for^le match; but the Nabob Avas shy of the white faceAnd here s a eunous thing-I got it from my lady hei*:

—fnr
•

the Nabob, her papa, as she called him

re^ Wan fo r
''' >^i"dly words and

to he! anT‘^!. / r lives, he would be kind

(I..* t"!i“
"'isl'.” snid Aminadab

; ‘“And
tadd”

” >“»“'= of 'V >‘Os-

d.a>™ S‘ust'’Sl“
*'1^ "S" Wood

Bombay ^rveaf"1 "‘'"'^^od in

'voman was to be mmSlo m" 1
*7“ "'O

All the areat nlT f n ,

daughter of a Naivab.

pnnces round about for hundreds of mUe^ „„d
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all the ministers of Indian state,—for you must know
that the marriage was in the English fashion, as the

Nawab thought he could bind the bx'idegroom best in

that way. Then the grand feast, and such dancing,

and deray, and firing of cannons, and waving of flags,

was never seen !^’

“‘And all Israel shouted with a great shout, so that

the earth rang again.’”

“Just so, guid auld Burgher lad,” rejoined INIrs.

M‘Pherson,

“They had only been a few months married, when
Mr. Fletcher’s health having failed him,—and surely

his liver is rotten to this day, if not his heart too,—he
came home with his wife, and bought this bonnie place.

She brought with her a squalling half-and-half thing,

—

there he’s at the door this moment.” By-and-by, “ My
little prince (she cried), go to Aditi—Ady, we call her

—

that’s tlie black ayah my lady brought home Avith her.”

“ That will be another wife, I fancy,” said Amina-
dab. “They have all two or three wives in the East,

haven’t they ? Guid faith, ane’s mair than eneugh

here, if the Nawab’s daughter’s in her cradle.”

“No, no, no, ye fool.”

“‘And I shall cut olT the multitude of No,’ Ezekiel

tliirtieth, fifteen.”

“ An ayah is a servant
;
and Ady’s a good black

soul as ever foolishly washed her face when tliere’s

no occfision for the trouble. And yet these black

creatures are for ever washing themselves,

wash before breakfast and {ifter breakfast, before

dinner and after dinner, before stipper and alter

suppin’, but the never a bit whiter they arc that ever

I could see.”

“Yea, they miglit save themselves a great deal of

trouble,” said Aminadal).
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But they won’t,” rejoined Janet. “ We have been
tortured with their washings. Sometimes, when angry

ScovriNj

beforftoJan” “

“ But she says it’s Brahma that bids her—that’s their
iggest god

; and this Brahma is a trouble to us too.

Rol!- w-S®
everywhere

; and Ady seeks him on

mooS
churchyard o’ nights, when the

Ll?.vp ' 'vho don’t

andnotThp heathens,and not sho and her mistress.”
^

P, f
® temple to Da^-on butcut bm down to the stumps,”’ said Aminadab.

° ’

Tkey^w ’tto Ar"^ -^r
’5™*"iney say that Ady is right, for that they have seer.

tChXw of *the

®®jgay woods, and down inne nouow ot the ravine, moving about like aar ness, with something white round his head and awide cloak wrapped about him.”
^

Wy supper d„„u his thS
;

71/,“’
wWuu/„“t;te“oTl ft,

shade/ ’and 7 should ttinkT*o/du/ft
But that’s a lie nf lU • - V

® I heard of.

swear I one niffht
^®^*Siou; for I couldone mghl saw hw ,l,adow flit ai,e of

“
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sun-diaL, when the sun’s in a hurry to get the curtains

round his head, away past the east end of the house,
and disappear in a moment. But I’ll tell you what,
Aminadab, he may, like our spirits, be a shadow him-
self. I could hardly speak for fear, though five

minutes before I had as good a tankard of that Logie-
brewed as you have before you

;
but I got my tongue

through the ale at the other end o’t, and cried out with
Zechariah, wherein I was something like you, Amina-
dab, ‘ Ho, ho, come forth, and flee from the land of

the north.’”
‘‘ That would stump his Dagonship,” said Aminadab,

with an effort to be cheerful in spite of the foresaid

idea, wliatever it was. “ Ay,” he continued, after

drinking off the tankard, and getting coui*age and wit

at same time, “a line from the Bible is just like a

I'ifle-shot in the hinder-end of these false gods. They
can’t stand it nohow.”

“ And you’ve stumpt me,” replied the cook, with

the choj)ping-knifc of your folly, so that I don’t know
where to find my legs again. It was a year after he

came to Logie before another half-and-half was born

—a boy too
;
and then there came a change over Mr.

Fletcher’s mind. Thei'c’s something strange about

those English that live long in India. * I’ve noticed it

when I was in London, in George’s house; but it’s all

from the liver,” continued the cook. “First grilled

upon the ribs, then cooled with champagne, then

li(*al(»d up with curry, chiles, and ginger. No wonder
the devil gets into the kitchen, where a dish like that

is waiting him. Then they’re so proud and selfish,

and fond of themselves and their worthless lives.”

“‘Skill for skin, yea, all that they have, will they

give for their lives.’ So the devil said of him of Uz.”

“ But you sec it’s all in the liver,” continued the
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cook. “Aditi came to me one day, and said, ‘De
’Gyptians in India tink body divided into sixteen parts,

with God to each parti he! he! Janette!’ and the
black creature laughed. Then I say, the liver of an
Englishman, after he comes from India, is the devil’s

part; and so it was with Mr. Fletcher. He began
first to interfere with Kalee’s religion. ‘ Oh, terrible,

Janette!’ cried Ady, on another day; ‘master cut off

head of Kartekeya’s peacock, and smashed de tail of
Garoora.’ On another day, ‘Eight eye of elephant
head of Ganeso knocked into de skull.’ Another day,
this time in tears, weeping awfully, ‘ Oh, Janette ! tail

of holy cow clean snapt over de rump !

’ ”

“AU right,” said Aminadab of the first Secession.
‘“And I will cause their images to cease out of
Noph.’”

“ Ay, but I am ‘ wide,”’ continued the cook.
‘‘ Three feet and a half across the bosom,” said

Aminadab, who was still in his reverie, with the secret
idea still exercising a power over him, even after the
tankard of ale.

‘‘ Wide in my mind and charitie.s, ye fool, man,”
continued she, not disinclined this time to laugh

; for
she was proud of being jolly in the person. “ I felt
for poor Kalee. She wept incessantly at the loss of
the cow’s tail, and asked me if I had seen it, nay,
implored me like a worshipper to try to recover it for
her. I said, God forgive me, that I had seen it in the
ung-pit, and that George had carted it away. ‘And

didn t know de value !
’ cried Ady. ‘ Worth de neck-

lace of diamonds;’ and both she and Kalee broke out
into such a yell as made the house ring. Yet with all
.h.3, Kalee atiU loved the gloon.y Jn. L t,ld
throw her jeweUed arms about his neck, and hangupon him, with her feet off the ground, so little, light.



126 TALES OF THE BORDERS.

and lithe. She was so like a sapling, you could have
bent hei' any way. And when the love was in hci’

heart, and it was never absent, she was really bonny.
Our eyes hereaway are mere cinders to these glowing
churley bits of flaming sulphur

;
and then that strange

look of the shining face, just as if she yearned to enter

into his very soul,—ay, as tlie souls of these black

creatures go up and form a part of Brahma’s spirit,

that’s all over the earth.”
“ All art,” cried Aminadab, getting impatient of

Janet’s eloquence—eloquence, I say; for Janet was a

superior woman, and, though a cook, a natural genius.

“All art. ‘And he made her to use enchantments,
and deal with familiar spirits and wizards.’”

“ No, no, man, it was all real nature. But it wasna
real nature made him throw the poor black soul away,
whose gold and jewels he had bartered his white, I

should say yellow, rotten-livered body for. Ay, if

she had been a man, I would have liked her better

than him
;

for, as I hate the skin of an old hen when
the fat becomes rancid and golden, so do I hate a

yellow-faced man, with the devil sitting gnawing at his

liver.”

“'J'hc reason the devil’s so bitter,” said Aminadab.

“'Ay, if you were to try a beef-steak oft' his rump
or spare-rib, ye’ll find it more like the absynth I use

in tlie kitchen than the flesh of a capon or three-year-

old stot.”

“ Yea, I would be like unto him who was made to

‘suck honey out of the living rock.’”

“ The cruel man threw her away from liini, just as

if Inu' tocher had been the weight of herself in copper,

instead of gold. And oli ! it was so easily done
;

for

the creature was not only, as I have said, light, but

she had such a touchiness when her glancing eye saw
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that her love was not returned by him she loved be-
yond all the earth, that you would have thought she
shrunk all up into a tiny child, couring in the corner
of the big drawing-room, so like a Avounded bird,”

“ Yaw-aw-aw,” yawned the Seceder, half asleep.
And he gave up the ghost in the room, while he

sought his meat to relieve his soul.’
”

Asleep and dreaming,” cried Mrs. M'Pherson, who
had got into the very spirit of description. “Aivay to the
bcouring Burn, and never show your face here a^ain ”

But Aminadab soon pacified' the wide-souled and
wide-bodied cook, who, being of his own persuasion,
really loved the man. Yes, she ivas a Seceder from
the old faith

; and such a Seceder! No wonder there
was a blank among the congregation of mere bodies.

H .1 G Aminadab had

oH 1

kirkyard to get through
;

a 0^^’ A ‘v have
alluded, and which, we may as well tell, ivas no otherthan a vivid recoUection of having seen this Brahma on

discharged the notion at the

OA er his supernatural fears, Avhich were to him not in

have ' aid' thlrr’’^aid that a mere inanimate and dead, very dead
urying-idace, had been more than once the means ofutting him out of a savoury piece of pork, and a eood

of ouriosly-

Sit; cXirr “s
"•

1‘ereby it sh-dl L l

® ^he baptismal font,eo> It shall be known and pass current like a
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counter. And is it not at best only a counter, 3'ea, a

counterfeit ? We are only to each other as signs of

things which are not seen
;
and yet we laugh when we

hear the “ it,” as if it might not be the very thing of

which Ave are one of the signs ! Is it not thus that we

are all humbugged in this Avorld of ours ? For Ave take

the sign for the thing
;
yea, talk to the sign, and loA'e

it, or hate it, or Avorship it—all the while being as

ignorant as mules, “ ne pictum quidem vidit
;

the very

sign may be as far from the reality, as in philosophy Ave

see it every day. And thus, all Avandering and grop-

ing in the dark, the blind leading the blind, Ave screech

like OAvls at a spark of light from the real fountain be-

yond Aldebaran.

And the oavIs were more busy than pleasant that

night in the deep Avoods of Balgay Hill. It Avas a sign

that the moon Avas not kindly to their heavy eyes. The

scene, as Aminadab issued from the postern, might have

been felt as beautiful, from the very awe Avhich it in-

spired. But Aminadab was no lover of Nature, especially

if he saw in her recesses any hiding-places for such

beings as Brahma, more mysterious to him from know-

ing nothing at all about him, except that he was some

Ashtoreth, or Chemosh, or Milcom, in a new form, let

loose from hell, to disturb the pure souls of Seceders

destined for heaven. The fuU moon feU on the hoUoAv

in the hills, suimiounted by the dark woods of Balgay

right aface of him, the house of Logie behind, and the

declinations on either side, in one of AAdiich lay the

little Golgotha. There, in the midst of the hoUow,

stood, grim and desolate, the dark brick-built Cradle,

casting its shadow to the south ;
the four-corner pro-

minences shooting out like horns, and so unlike the

habitation of a human being, yea, unlike any composi-

tion of brick and lime ever reared by the hand of a



THE CRADLE OF LOGIE. 129

genius for house-making. The shadow lay on the grass
like those ghastly sun-pictures so called, yet more like

moon-born things
;
and then the solemn silence, only

relieved to be deepened by the occasional to-hoo ! was
oppressive to him, as if a medium for some footsteps
to startle him into superstition. Yet he was drawn
towards the horrid dungeon in spite of his very self.

Janet’s story would come at last, he thought, to a ter-
mination which would justify his own suspicions. And

there before him was evidence in the same direc-
tion

;
for having thrown himself, as if by an effort, into

the shade of the dungeon, he could see beyond its
verge, and by, as it were, looking round the corner, the
body of the dark-faced Aditi. She had, no doubt,
come stealthily froin the house, and was postured in an
attitude far deeper in humiliation and adjuration than
we practise in our land. Her face was covered by her
hands

; for, in truth, she could see nothing through these
mere light-permitting slips of a brick’s width,“where-
with this horrible hole was supplied, as if by a relaxa-
tion of severity in its last stage of perfect inhumanity.

0, not ling could be seen, but something might be
leard

;
yea, the most piteous moans that ever burst

from an oppressed heart, and yet so soft, so uncomplain-mg as if the sufferer found no fault with aught in the
world but herself. Then Aditi’s sounds were sometliing
like responses, rising as the internal sounds rose, and asthey died away-a jabbering wail of an Eastern tongue.

Aminadab, blunt though he was, and fonder of pork

haTAr^^^^^’i
scriptural quotations—which he^d ahiajs at his tongue’s end for conclaves of weavers

touch
sentiments, rising at the inspiringtouch of this strange world’s endless and ever-occurring

occ^ions, was impressed. He looked over the darkabode, up at the moon, then at the prostrate Ady, and
401
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thought of the distance between that prisoner and the
gay palace where she was brought up, with its paradise
of flowers, and aromas, and singing birds of gold and
azure—far away, far away. And then that blood-
written oath— oh, so literally fulfilled and obeyed I

But the thought was evanescent from very fear. Nor
Avas his nervousness unjustified

;
for, even as he turned

his head, he saw a figure Avrapped up in a dark cloak,
and surmounted by a Avhite coil of pure linen, as he
thought, emerging from the clump of thick trees that
stood on the north end of the burying-ground. The
figure, haAnng run as it Avere in fear so far forAvard, no
sooner saAv the projecting head of Aminadab, than it

turned and retreated. At the same instant Ady rose,

as if disturbed, and ran to the house. Yet the moaning
did not cease. It seemed interminable

;
or, if to be

terminated by the absence of Ady, the sufferer did not
knoAV she Avas gone. And oh, these Avails !—Aminadab
fled and took them along A\dth him, nor did they ever
leave him.

Even Avhen he Avent to bed they AA^ere fresh upon
his ear, claiming precedence to the vision of his eye

;

though that, too, asserted its authority as something
miraculous—Avhetlier the Eastern mystery itself, or

some tutelary genius brought from heaA'^en by the
shriek of man’s cruelty. Nor could he rest for the
thought that, humble as he Avas, he Avas surely taken
there that he might go to the powers of earth to ask
them to aid the poAvers of heaven. Why, that Cradle
had been built Avithin the limits of ciAulisation. Ea^cu

the mason Avas known : the bricks Avere not Egyptian
bricks, nor the mortar foreign, nor the Avood a tree

from the heart of Africa
;
and yet, Avhy Avas it there

—

nay, why Avas tlie use of it not inquired into ? If

Jeshurun had Avaxcd fat and kicked against the Lord
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of heaven, was there no lord of earth that could tame
this yellow-livered worshipper of Baal, who yet was
received among the chiefs of Israel to drink the pure
juice of the grape, and make a god of his belly, and to
sing obscene songs ? Even in that house there wasnot and debauchery upon the spoils of that woman,
encaged like a beast, and at the world’s end from her
natural protectors.

Yea, our good soul Aminadab became bold,
was privileged if not called. But then that Brahm'.;

mil]ion<!"T°^
^ confessed by millions on

someth na in^i®something in Gods reckonings! It was no illusion.wice lie had seen the mysterious being. How did

known world? Why did he come’iust pt
’

when the daughter of a king of his own favoured pLplewas immured in a dungeon, and calling for his heln ?Because he naust have knoivn that a sp^rk of tL snW

thrLtenS^to wasthreatened to be extinguished by power in a iSowing no obedience to him. But H ^
moon shine on the children nf n i

same

the children of Christ? and were there no
heaven but what we confessed ? 1-Tn i

all this in a Scourinrr ^
^ ^ow philosophicalm a ocouiing Burn weaver in hvstPi-loci v .there are areatcr man ii-. a •

ajsteucs. jiet

explain such thing,. Ah/wU “to hl'“ur 0“
Aminadab, it was for once not novL i

^ Poor

House. Next night at ten he Ls in thT^bow did he eet them n t •
Pai’lour

; but

Aminadab very probably co^d^^ Ti
'"^oods ?

yeuhere he was
^ ^old himself

5

I ^ soon, Aminadab ?
”

Ay, rephcd he. u
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may be raised up again.’ I stumbled in front of my
friend, but she will not kick me

;
yea, she will lift me

“ Be silent,” she said. “ You were seen last night

near the Cradle, where no one dare approach. None

of the servants go there save me ;
and even Ady, if she

goes, it is by stealth. Ah, you know something now

;

but there’s one thing you don’t know, and that is, that

rich men can pay watchers to discover those who

search into their iniquities.”

“ Whatever I know,” said Aminadab, “ I am ignorant

of this : why that dungeon, containing a human being,

can keep its place at the distance of a mile from a town

with 30,000 inhabitants.”

“ But they don’t know it, lad. Be you quiet, and

pick that leg of a chicken
;

that is better than the

knowledge that kills. There is not one of the magis-

trates would dare to touch a hair on Mr. Fletcher’s

head, no, for all that lies in the power of Brahma.”

“ But why do you keep the secret ? ‘ The steps of

a good woman are ordered by the Lord ;’ but does He

order you to step to the Cradle?”

“ I do it for good,” said she, “because I can soften

griefs that are unbearable ;
and cooks have something

in their power. But if I were to say a word to

Fletcher, I would be turned away, and another might

treat the prisoner worse.”

“But why would not the powers interfere?”

“ Because bailies love a dinner and fine wines ;
and

it is easier to wink than think, and easier to think

than get themselves out of trouble by acting on their

Will that satisfy you ? It is a strange

hut the world’s a strange place, and strange

women live therein. Meat and drink and

thoughts,

business

;

men and
honour are better than wisdom. Look to your plate,
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Aminadab. Oh 1 I wish I knew less
;
but I saw what

was coming when I saw George Cameron begin to build

what he said was to be like a cradle. Did I not re-

collect what Kalee told me about the blood-bond ?

Did we not all witness the growing gloom gathering
day by day over his face ? Then separate beds. Then
no more companionship, out or in. The gloom for
ever, and the tears of Kalee for ever and ever, and the
terror and anguish of poor soul Aditi I Ah

1 yes
;
but

he never struck her, never upbraided her; and at
length she shrunk from him as if from a serpent. And
this he could not bear: it made his dun-yellow black,
Aminadab I Then, when the Cradle was finished, and
a truckle and a table and a chair were put in, he called
me to him, and said, with a horrid smile on his face,
M Pherson, you are a Highlander, and staunch to

your master, i am true to my word. Yes, I signed a
bond, Avhen I married Kalee, that I would treat her as
a father would a child whom he rocked in a cradle. I
have obeyed. Kalee goes into the Cradle to-night.
You are to give her child’s food

;
but you cannot rock

the Cradle. Let the winds which drive in past Baleav
woods do that if they can. My honour is pure. Swear
to obey me.’

“I could not say no, and look on that face. Kalee
has been m that dungeon, fed by me, and has never
seen her children for a whole year.”

•
1 \

‘^’^iigeance of the Lord hangeth over thewicked by a burnt thread,” said Aminadab

her?^ to helpher/ He was seen last night again 1 He wandersabout and about-flits hither and thither. He need

wind, and thunder, and storms.”
’
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“ But he does not help her,” said Aminadab.

His time is coming. Kalee is dying.”

‘‘Dying!”
“ Ay, dying. Then Brahma will claim that which

is a part of himself, and then will be the time of his

return to his chosen people.”

“ Horrible 1
” ejaculated Aminadab. The chicken

stood untasted. “Does Mr. Fletcher know this?”

“Why, to be sure, haven’t I told him? But may

not a child die in its own cradle, and the father con-

tinue feasting with the lords and the lairds, drinking

and swearing, and debauching, when he knows that

his honour is discharged,—ay, and the blood-bond

paid?”
“ And the body, when she dies

—

”

“ Will be in Logie burying-ground ;
ay, and strange

people from tlic East, a long way beyond where our

sun rises, with black faces and bleeding hearts, will

come and bend over the little grave, and weep for

the daugliter of their prince. Ahl Aminadab, grief

makes a leai'ned woman of me, a poor servant 5
but

I cannot save Kalee, none can save her now. Con-

sum])! ion has set in
;
and bad air, and a rojoclcd love,

and a mother’s yearning will do the work. I was with

her now wnth my cruse—all alone wnth her; ior no

one dare approach. She knoAVS shes dying.

ask(‘d for the children

—

“ ‘ Will you not let me sec my boys ?
’

“ I shook my liead.

“
* And will Fletcher not sec me before I die, to re-

ce i V c my last k i ss ?
’

“ I shook my head.

“ ‘ yVml Aclili, who will rotuni to my father’s palace,

is she to be kept from me to the omlV’

“ 1 shook my head.”

She
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shall consume

« Ana will no one watch ? ” said Aminadab.

U.. :
•'^11 «ight; but it will be un

W
o Fletcher. No one can speak to him noAvHe goes hither and thitlier. He lias no

gloom IS deeper than ever.”

niysteryl” again ejaculated
But the wicked shall perish

; they
'

in o smoke, they shall consume away.’ ”

Occasions make keroes of* vPT\r
Aminadab tel, tha, be o^d

hnt hXr words of Janet •out he was now morp iTnAn j • ,

PprhoT^o T i. 1 1

^pon his guard against AratchersFerhaps Janet had mentioned them to intln.I
ayoid too minute an examinn^T i .

danger of another kind • and tli'

him. The only fault of ’his 1

^ encouraged

-inTzrhe

although there might not L’anrg'realerlvii'trmen were more reckless of ^nn/
^ now,

shame, less under the control
baby not lest under the fear of L‘d H?d “"7?'
ivicket. It was ao-njn ^ K •

-L^
cleared the

passed again the Cradle anTw^Tu®'”
again. Alas I the wail was we theT”®l'’ftese eyes was fast losing its oil do i

“I’
ho could hear only now and then a very inTOdlw

'

find occasionally a vPTtr i •,
inaudible sob.

He could not stay for Janet*
^ ®bnll and yet low.

with her cruse,4os. her f„r
“7“® ’.“"'“l'

see by the narrow slin. nH
’

’ T
lying stranger, in a ’pioudlLd
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humanity—the proudest seen on the face of the earth,

or perhaps ever will be seen
;
yet by-and-by to have

more reason to be proud—by-and-by, when Kalee

would be asleep in the bosom of Brahma, her body

only the monument of the shams of that proud land

of liberty and humanity, and the true religion of God’s

covenant fi'om the beginning.

Retreating quickly, he proceeded over the green

hollow, and got into the skirt of Balgay wood. There

he stood patiently, still fearful, but with the new-born

zeal of curiosity and sympathy. By-and-by he saw

Janet come out with her cruse, and walk as lightly as

her huge body would permit. She looked round and

round, as if in great fear of Fletcher, probably of the

Indian spirit
;

for it was clear she had a conviction of

the truth of the real presence of Brahma. All is still;

no Fletcher seen, nor watch. But in about half an

hour tlic dark Aditi came trotting out, clothed in

pure white, looking also fearfully about her
;
but it was

more clear that she expected some one. Stranger still,

she made for the very spot where Aminadab Avas watch-

ing. He studied her direction to the breadth of a line,

and stepped aside. There was plenty of foliage and

and some thick bushes. He throAV himself down on the

ground, and heard the sighing of Ady as if almost close

to him. By-and-by she was joined by the mystery-

yes, that being Avho had so long been the terror of Logie

House to all but the master, who knew nothing of him.

He was there
;
but Aminadab could not see more of him

than his head, Avhich was, as usual, enveloped in the

same white cloth. Ho heard their conversation, of

which not a word could ho understand. But oh, that

natural language of the heart, which is the same in all

lands, and will be the same in heaven—those quick

\ittoranc43S, deep sighs, shakings of the li'amc as it the



THE CRADLE OF LOGIE. 137

beings were convulsed I It seemed to be the last meet-
ing

;
it was so eloquent of heart loves, so mysterious in

religious aspirations. But here occurred a strange in-
cident. Even at the distance Avhere they were, a loud
shrill scream was heard, as if the last of cxpirinf>^ human
™ture. How it shook those two, tiJl the veryZ es
rustled, and the night-hawks and owls screamed their
ternble discord ! AU was still again. The male
as if moved by the frenzy of a dervish, forward towards
the Cradle; then, as he saw the door half open re-
treated. Aminadab could make nothing of the figure
beyond the conviction that it was the same he had seen
y tful glimpses before. It was altogether indescrib-

able, unlike anything he had ever seen or read of. On
IS return, Ady met him and caught him in her arms,

as if to lead him back to the wood. Yet he was fitful
anxious, and flighty, as if he knew not where to go oi’

lAtelr
whisperings, so sharp and

foreign creatures. It seemed as if his soul was on fife

the dofr of 'th

^ whither. At that instant

came out with the light. Ady darted forJvard hkTlmoon earn in the midst of another moonbeam, and seenby Its superior whiteness. An instant served for somecommunication between her and Janet. Then a sS

lood ?^!i darting into thewood he disappeared. Aminadab now saw Janet 4
tell Ad^TfV ^ Aminadab could not

it Hke a circled

The kev f
gbost. At length she neared the doori he key had been left, and she entered.

JNow was Aminadab’s time. He riKsbo^q f j
opened .ke d„», and en.e^d fta VSwe
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sight met his eyes—sight I yes
; even in the comparn-

ti\ e darkness, there was enough in the small glimmer
of moonlight entering by one of the holes to carry
objects to eyes that would have pierced the deepest
gloom. There is said to be no darkness in the world
sufficient to conceal objects entirely

j
but here there

was, in addition to the attenuated beam, the white dress
of Ady, and the bed where Kalee lay. Janet had de-
scribed it, and the table and the chair : what more than
the bare walls was there to describe? Nothing. On
that bed, covered by a thin white cloth, lay this Indian
princess dead, with Ady hanging over her, and pulling
at lier, and offering to her blank eyes, once like dia-
monds, a small figure of an Indian god. Then the
groans and suppressed shrieks of the faithful soul, as

she still pulled and shook the corpse, as if she could
get from it one last look directed to the wooden figure.

Too late I Kalee had died, not only away from her
people, but away from the gods of her people. All of

a sudden the ayali ceased her endeavours, and directed

her eagle eye, suffused with tears, up to the roof. Quick
words followed the look. Aminadab could not under-
stand them, but the motions and aspirations convinced
him that she cried, There, there, Brahma; there she

goes, to be of thy eternal and infinite soul, from which
she came, and to which she fiies.”

Then, suddenly, she rushed out of the dungeon.
Aminadab looked after her. She did not go to Logio

House, but in the direction of the wood, whither the

indescribable figure had gone. Aminadab heard no
more, scarcely saw more, if it was not the corpse lying

before him. lie was afraid of Janet, more of Fletcher,

wlio might now at length come to pass his eyes over the

body in tlio Cradle, where he was to cherish her as a

father cherisheth his child; yet he would look, and
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look again. How shrivelled that face of darkness, yethow calm and loving-like
; as if, even in the midst ofthe agony of the last hour, it smiled love to her de-

stroyer

!

approached. It was
T^uth a white sheet.

“ You here ! Good heavens I Away, away I Flet

Sirha
“

“‘rT’
“ •“ « 1- i"

S

ciadie he promised her. Away ! no more.”
I saw Brahma,” said Aminadab

;
“ yes, true Brahma, Brahma 1” irue jsiah-

“Fool, fool! Man, I only told you it Avas Brahma
""

“ Ther’'/' ®^^ety.”Inen who Avas the strange beinv?”

• i!
^

; but I fear Adv’s

is Fletcher.” ^
5 there

Aminadab obeyed.

parS S'SiMdab heS ?r

Mure of the man. StrangSformSl"T i°which do not seem to belono* tn f>i
*

^ ^ hings

human nature and if fi,* ^
riatures or to

Before he entered this not^^ ]

*hem strange.

Janet to the door, h; AvanW to bHloTi'^’ Sh

«.her of hia Sj:n f-' »f **
ad been one in the Avorld who reaVdidwf him^"^
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few women have ever loved. Then man measures

woman’s love by his own
;
but when was man’s heart

stirred by nature’s strongest passion like that of de-^

voted woman ? while now the world did not contain

one heart that was moved to him by anything stronger

than dithyrambic delirium. Who knows? But there

was Fletcher looking on the corpse of his wife, and

waving over her face the light of the small cruse he

held in his hand! Was he moved, as he saw the

still, death-bound features, that once could not contain

the expression which the leaping heart, with that burn-

ing fire in it of that land of the sun, tried in vain to

force into it
;
the eye, too, that flashed and leapt as

never is seen in our country of humid fogs, stifling the

inborn heat and blearing the vision
;
and those arms

that entwined him so as the vine holds the olive in its

grasp, as if it would give the juice which fires and

inebriates, for the oil that calms, and fattens, and sus-

tains? All over that lithe body which enabled her,

when he saw her first in the land of her fathers, to

bound and flee as if she had wings, and these beautiful

as the monaul’s, ay, and enabled her, too, to play

round him in that Eastern gaiety which had charmed

him, if he ever loved her, and even for a time made

his home like Fairydom I Who shall say there was no

movement in his stern features, no moisture in his eye,

no trembling of the lip, no tremor of the body, as he

might have read the last eflbrt of nature in the ex-

pression of calm forgiveness or continued affection ?

Who could read himf

At midnight, two days after, Kalee slept in Logie

kirkyard. Thero is no stone to point out tho grave

of tho Indian princess, who lies—as becomes, too, in

oiu* boasted land of liberty, entitled to her boast in an

equality at length, which even piddo cannot deny—
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among the humble artisans and cottars of Lochee. Did
Fletcher Head, on that after day, when Panmure blew
the white iron trump, not expect to see Kalee rise up
and seek judgment on the house of Logie ? The blood
was hereditary, and the heart that is fed by the blood
and which impels it.

’

If it had not been that Aminadab married the portly
Janet, we might have heard no more of the fortunes of
this man. But how true Aminadab’s quotation, that
Grods vengeance never sleeps! Where, in aU the
scathed corpses of heaven’s lightning, was there ever
one that told its tale like that of Fletcher of Balinsloe
Lindertes, and Logie ? He was recalled to India again!

“Ay, Aminadab, he was forced to go by the Govern-
ment; but maybe the Government was only like a
thing that is moved by the storm, and cuts in twain
where its own silly power could do nothing. Before he
went, he married a beautiful little woman,* perhaps the
most spirited in the shire, white as Kalee was blackand come, too, of gentle blood. Why did she marry

IS man? Had she not heard of the fate of Kalee?Had she not seen the Cradle (still standing in thehollow of the hill) ? No doubt
; but woman will gothrough worse storms than man’s passion to get to thegoal of wealth and honour. Then there is a frenzy inwoman, Aminadab. She is like the boys, who s^eek

nm of the black pool that descends from the film of icedown to the bubbling well of death below. Womenhave an ambition to tame wild men
;

ay, even wild nJn

ence and industry cannot inspire. So it was : thevwere married, and he took her to India.”
^
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^ So the Lord did lead him
;
and there was no

strange god with them.’ ”

‘‘ Ay, blit there was a God before him, lad.”

What mean you, Janet ?
”

“ Do you not recollect of Brahma ?
”

Do not mention that strange figure, Janet. My
blood runs cold.”

Janet laughed.

Runs cold, lad, at what ? Brahma was just one of

the Nawab’s great men, whom he sent over here to

watch the fate of his daughter. Wh)'*, man, he lodged
next door to you, with Mrs. Lyon at the Scouring
Burn.”

The black man the boys used to run after ?
”

“ The very same. He returned with Ady, and was
at the court of the Nawab and told all, ay, and more
than we knew—that Fletcher would be obliged to visit

Bombay again ere long after. He had got this from
some of the authorities in England. For many a day
did the prince weep for his Kalee

;
for many a day did

he watch for the murderer’s arrival, ay,, as a tiger of his

jungles watches in the night with fiery eyes for a beast

even more cruel than himself. Ho had even all the

coast of Coi'ornandel, I think they call it, to give in-

telligence of the vessel. The very name of the vessel

was known
;
the very paint of its sides, and the Hag it

bore—so ivell had he kept up his knowledge of what

was going on in England.”

Wonderful 1
” cried Aminadab. ^ And the fowler

that did slay, falleth into his own net.’”

** And a terrible not, with meshes of sharp steel to

hold and cut.”

‘‘Ahl” cried Aminadab, as he rubbed his hands,

and chuckled like a big boy who sees the porridge

boiling.
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Tnnr
anxious, lad

; but you’U havemore than you want.”
^ ®

“ No, unless he is put into a fiery pit and burnt to

snaTes^or" - i-oded

“Peace, lad; better than all. But surely we areforgetting that we are Christians, that we have seenthe new light of grace, Aminadab.”
-^y> true, ilercy pertaineth to the Lord Wobelong to the furnace which trieth gold

; not to the

0, V eli ! God s judgment was soon executedTL. sl„p recognised nod hailed lono bX?I:
her, seized Fletche^r T ^ I boarded

their oraies Four
Brahma hear

and two, whip, yell, an^SetXr ’is inT

white wife. She^too—- ^ forgotten the

not ask whv • hni tLo 1 -i i

, it. They did

going on
; aiid when they mw thehey put Mrs, FJetcher into a big balSrand h

hn. height .L «ng,ed emaTns'Tr T“'?
fr”-”

*e was an e.ytraordhtary wZa ’
o

could not and her, and wenfLIt? '’'”??*• '"'d-
deprived of their bloody prey ^l, ' ,Mrs. Fletcher returned sate to ScotSd

J^Te ?:vfot'-:S“ ‘CTsfu's:

*t O'lc tim? U iS^b'evtoy toth^^i” ‘ery mouth, and many a head
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was shaken as tlic Sunday loiterers from Dundee and

Lochee passed by the Cradle in their walks on Biilgay

Hill. I have lieard llint it was demolished as a disgrace

to Scotland somewhere about 1810 or 1812, The

hollow where the ruins stood is quite visible yet, and

the old circumamlmlating ghost, which, by-the-bye, has

unfortunately a white face, is not yet laid.
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the death of the
DE LA

lilV

It was near midnight, on the 12th of October 151(5when a horseman, spurring his jaded steed, rode furi-

ffiwn ‘-- of

turret"* *«» the

Conduct 1116 to vour oliipf’’ ittoci +1-. i •

of the breathless mesLger.
’

to-‘niehf?r“r”® S
“ “ust deliver it

ttW tererTh-*" *» U"<llo

a trifllS^ eS. ‘’“‘“'>“8 "i*

‘ to-Sfthe b^^bTora s'r“''iby dogs upon the street
; and I harseen it

”

the sL*ger'en“errd“* P ‘»«r, and

gloomy apartment, dimly lighted bv a .nl .Around him hun!. rual rSZ \ ^ ^
Wedderburn, and*^on the walir^^

* ° d^iefs of

arms and the spoils of their virtmies""^-”*^^*^
apartment seemed like the tomb of war P
of Scotland’s enemies. It was a fit'"the recital of a tale of death

‘

TTp 5
lor a few minutes, when heavy font t

around

treading along the drearv
heardg rne dreary passages, and the next

402
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moment Sir David Home entered, armed as for tLe

field.

“Your errand, stranger?” said the young chief of

Wedderburn, fixing a searching glance upon him as he

spoke.

The stranger bowed, and replied, “ The Regent”

“ Ay !
” interrupted Home, “ the enemy of our

house, the creature of our hands, whom we lifted from

exile to sovereignty, and Avho now with his minions

tracks our path like a bloodhound ! liVhat of this

gracious Regent? Are ye, too, one of his myrmidons,

and seek ye to strike the lion in his den?”

“Nay,” answered the other; “but from childhood

the faithful retainer of your murdered kinsman.”

“My murdered kinsman 1” exclaimed AVedderburn,

grasping the arm of the other. What I more blood !

more 1 What mean ye, stranger ?
”

“ That, to gratify the revenge of the Regent Albany,”

replied the other, “ my lord Home and your kinsman

William have been betrayed and murdered. Calumny

has blasted their honour. Twelve hours ago I beheld

their heads tossed like footballs by the foot of the com-

mon executioner, and afterwards fixed over the porch

of the Nether Bow, for the execration and indignities

of the slaves of Albany. All day the blood of the

Homes has dropped upon the pavement, where^ the

mechanic and the clown pass over and ticad on it.

“Hold!” cried Home, and the dreary hall echoed

with his voice. ** No more I he continued ;
and he

paced hurriedly for a few miiuitcs across the apait-

ment, casting a rapid glance upon the portraits of his

ancestors. “ By heavens I they chide me, . he ex

claimed, “that my sword sleeps in the scabbard,^^Avhi o

the enemies of the house of Home triumph. He

drew his sword, and approaching the picture of his
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father, he pressed the weapon to his lips, and con-
tinued, “By the soul of my ancestors, I swear upon
this blade, that the proud Albany and his creatures
shall feel that one Home still lives He dashed the
weapon back into its sheath, and approaching the
stranger, drew him towards the lamp, and said, “ Ye are
Trotter, who was my cousin’s henchman, are ye not?’’

The same, replied the messenger.
‘‘And ye come to rouse me to revenue ?” added Sir—revenge that shall

inake the Kegent weep—revenge that the four corners
of the earth shall hear of, and history record Yecome to remind me that my father and my brother fellon the field of Plodden, in defence of a foolish ki„t
and that I, too, bled there—that there also lie thebones of my kinsman, Cuthbert of Fastcastle, of mybrother Cockburn and his son, and the father and

and tb
Alison Ye come to remind me of this

;

the hind ’ 7,^
^ejard for the shedding of our blood,

!nd fh
as food for the carrion c^owand the night owl 1 Go, get thee refreshment, Trotter •

en go to rest, and dream of other heads exalted asyour late master’s is, and I wiU be the interpreter ofyour visions.”
^i-orpreter ot

Trotter bowed and withdrew, and Lady Alisonentered the apartment. ^ AJison

“Ye are agitated, husband,” said the gentle lad^

evil tidings?”
’ hrought

over the nobility of Scotland, and.^like a 4per sltas

AlBon
; leave me, it is no tale for woman's Ls.”

^
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^^Nay, if you love me, tell me,” she replied, laying

her hand upon his brow, for since your return from
the field of Flodden, I have not Seen you look thus.”

“This is no time to talk of love, Aley,” added he.

“ But come, leave me, silly one, it concerns not thee

;

no evil hath overtaken the house of Blackadder, but

the Homes have become a mark for the arrows of

desolation, and their necks a footstool for tyrants.

Away, Alison
;

to-night I can think of but one word,

and that is—vengeance 1

”

Lady Alison wept, and withdrew in silence
;
and

Wedderburn paced the floor of the gloomy hall, medi-

tating in what manner he should most effectually

resent the death of his kinsman.

It was only a few weeks after the execution of the

Earl of Home and his brother, that the Regent Albany

offered an additional insult to his fiimily by appointing

Sir Anthony D’Arcy warden of the east marches, an

office which the Homes had held for ages. D’Arcy

was a Frenchman, and the favoux'ite of the Regent

;

and, on account of the comeliness of his person,

obtained the appellation of the Sieuj^ de la Beaute.

The indignation of Wedderburn had not slumbered,

and the conferring the honours and the power that

had hitherto been held by his fiimily upon a foreigner,

incensed him to almost madness. For a time, however,

no opportunity offered of causing his resentment to be

felt ;
for D’Arcy was as much admired for the discre-

tion and justice of his government as for the beauty of

his person. To his care the Regent had committed

young Cockburn, the heir of Langton, who was the

nephew of Wedderburn. This the Homes felt as a

new indignity, and, together with the Cockbui'ns, they

forcibly ejected from Langton Castle the tutors whom
H’Arcy had placed over their kinsman. U.he tidings
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of event were brought to the Chevalier whUe hewas holding a eonrt at Kelso
; and immediately sum-moning together his French retainers and a body ofyeomen, he proceeded with a gay and a gallant cL-pany by way of Pogo to Langton. His troop drew up

ItT ,
8“^ Plumes'^and bur^

steed of ZT' P'-o-dsteed of the Frenchman was covered with a panoply

a b?Wal H 'T’ S
the iZatef7,°n

^ haughtily to the gate, and demandedthe inmates of the castle to surrender.

burlfX^utcli ^ininm Cock-

fte men of Merfe trZ^ to
7 '

“

comes my brother WedderLrn
; speak’it to

and E>avid Home
fubspe^ed.^TL cr“r
appi^ach placed birselfat Jhrhtt^rhls'ctip^n?^

up to^D’Ar”"^''
' said Sir Davidfriding

pany to visitTny nephlw ^

may be your ei^and^? »
' “^e ye in peace, or what

“ I wish peace,” replied the Chevalier « nyid rtto enforce the establishment of my rif^hts • whv^linteHere between me and my wai^ ?’>
’ ^

lands o?Homr?7trjfsi:'D
authority is my nephew your wardr

‘

tor^ D’Arcy"*”'^ '^>>01 Scot!” re-

Wedderburn
Z*™*™

°f„
*7 interrupted

authority of Jhe murd'es^rr^ZT;
within the reach of the sword of his kinl“°P
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“Ayl and in his toetli dare tell him,” replied the

Chevalier, “ that the Home now before me is not less a

traitor than he who proved false to his sovereign on

the field of Flodden, who conspired against the

Regent, and whose head now adorns the port of

Edinburgh.”
“ Wretch 1” exclaimed the henchman Trotter, dash-

ing forward, and raising his sword, “ said ye that my
master proved false at Flodden?”

“Hold!” exclaimed Wedderburn, grasping his arm.

“ Gramercy, ye uncivilised dog I for the sake of your

master’s head would ye lift your hand against that

face which ladies die. to look upon ? Pardon me, most

beaiitiful Chevalier I the salutation of my servant may
be too rough for your French palate, but you and your

master treated my kinsman somewhat more roughly.

Wliat say ye. Sir Warden? do ye depart in peace, or

wish ye that we should try the temper of our Border

steel upon your French bucklers?”

“ Depart ye in peace, vain boaster,” replied D’Arcy,

“ lest a worse tiling befall you.”

“Then on, my merry menl” cried Wedderburn,

“and to-day the head of the Regent’s favourite, the

Chevalier of Beauty, for the head of the Earl of

Homo I”

“The house of Home and revenge 1” shouted his

followers, and rushed upon the armed band of DAicy.

At first the numbers wore nearly eipial, and the con-

test was terrible. Each man fought hand to hand,

ami the ground was contested inch by inch. Iho

gildeil ornaments of the French horses were covered

with blood, and their movements were encumbei'ed by

thuir wi'ight. 'I’lio sword of Wedderlnirn had already

smillen three of the Chevalier’s followers to the ground,

end the two chiefs now contended in single combat.
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DArcy fought with the fury of despair, but Home
continued to bear upon him as a tiger that has been
robbed of its cubs. Every moment the force of the
Chevalier was thinned, and every instant the number
of his enemies increased, as the neighbouring peasantry
rallied round the standard of their chief. Findino- themost faithful of his foUowers stretched upon the earthCArcy sought safety in flight. Dashing his silver
spurs into the sides of his noble steed, he turned hisback upon his desperate enemy, and rushed along in

the
Pouterleiny, and through Dunse, withthe hope of gaming the road to Dunbar, of whichtown he was governor. Fiercely Wedderburn foUowed

to ?!
naked sword uplifted, and readyto strike

; immediately behind him rode Trotter theenchman of the late earl, and another of Home’sfollowers named Dickson. It was a fearful sight asthey rushed through Dunse, their horses striking firefrom their heels in the light of the very sunbeams

fugitive '' Stm
^ the

speed. His flaxen locks waived behind him in the

bosom. The horse upon which Wedderburn rode hidbeen wounded .he conaiot, and. as they dJew near

Swallowdean, when his noble steed •

* *

Zt t mZZb ‘ Thf f “”ed® hsearth. The next moment the swords of
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Trotter and Dickson were through the body of the un-
fortunate Chevalier.

“Off with his head!” exclaimed Wedderburn, who
at the same instant reached the spot. The bloody
mandate was readily obeyed

;
and Home, taking the

bleeding head in his hand, cut off the flaxen tresses,

and tied them as a trophy to his saddle-bow. The
body of the Chevalier de la Beaute was rudely buried

on the spot where he fell. A humble stone marks
out the scene of the tragedy, and the people in the

neighbourhood yet call it “ Bawty^s Graved The head
of the Chevalier was carried to Dunse, where it was
fixed upon a spear at the cross, and Wedderburn ex-

claimed, “ Thus be exalted the enemies of the house of

Home !

”

The bloody relic was then borne in triumph to Home
Castle, and placed upon the battlements. “There,”

said Sir David, “ let tlie Regent climb Avhen he returns

from France for the head of his favourite
;

it is thus

that Home of Wedderburn revenges the ramder of his

kindred.”
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THE STORY OF THE PELICAN.

TnocGH not so much a tradition as a memory still freshprobably m the minds of some of the good old E^f

»ecou„. o^^ave.*r„’ laverf„ratS„“Jeanme Deans in our citv ^ °

Jeanme inasmuch as they both were concernedt aloi mg effort to save the life of a sister. Whereunto asa very necessary introduction, it behoves us to sei f
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the South Bridge of F 1 i""
^ merchant on

of exercUe ani ">
oeed not have gone so far from the' Cat.on fiS

1“* Y-resided at Juniper Green a linl. m
four miles from St. Giles’s. ’Nor did tHs^^rcommode him much seeimr tint l i i i

*ti-

to quicken his steps liomewards ofl
attraction

and two little twin daughters Marv

their mother too ^^1 ^ ^ ^ike

themselves iv’hen ’full blown

JsStTmo-a31“' «- o«ts=t,

oooD more so. basmuch as
^

pleasant debcice domu at I.x.ct
^^ese
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curious story—a circumstance the more to be regretted

by the father, in consequence of a strange fancy (never

told to his wife) that possessed him of wishing to insure

the lives of his children as they came into the world,

or at least after they had got through the rather unin-

surable period of mere infant life. And in execution

of this fancy—a very fair and reasonable one, and not

uncommon at that time, whatever it maybe now, when

people are not so provident—he had got an insurance

to the extent of five hundred pounds effected in the

Pelican Office—perhaps the most famous at that time

—on the lives of the said twins, Mary and Annie, who

were, no doubt, altogether unconscious of the impor-

tance they were thus made to hold in the world.

Yet, unfortunately for the far-seeing and provident

father, this scheme threatened to fructify sooner than

he wished, if indeed it could ever have fructified to

his satisfaction
;

for the grisly spectre of typhus laid

his relentless hand upon Mary when she—and of a con-

sequence Annie—Avas somewhere about eight years old.

And surely, being as we are very hopeful optimists in

the cause of human nature, we need not say that the

father, as he and his wife Wiitched the suffering invalid

on through the weary days and nights of the progress

towards the crisis of that dangerous ailment, never once

thought of the Pelican, except as a bird that feeds its

young with the warm blood of its breast. But, sorrow-

ful as they Avere, their grief Avas nothing in comparison

with the distress of little Annie, Avho slipped about

listening and making all manner of anxious inquiiies

about her sick sister, Avliom she Avas prohibited from

seeing for fear of her being touched by the said spectre

;

nor Avas her heart the less troubled Avith feais for her

life, that all things seemed so quiet and mpterious

about the house—the doctor coP^ii^g and going, and
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the father and mother whispering to each other, but
never to her, and their faces so sad-like and mournful
in place of being, as was their wont, so cheerful and
happy.

And surely all this solicitude on the part of Annie
Maconie need not excite our wonder, when we consider
that, from the time of their birth, the twin sisters had
never been separated, but that, from the moment they
had made their entrance on this world’s stage, they had
been a ways each where the other was, and had run
each where the other ran, wished each what the other
wished, and wept and laughed each when the other
wept or laughed. Nature indeed, before it came into

r fickle head to make two of them, had in aU pro-babihty intended these little sisters—“ little cherrieson one stalk —to be but one
; and they could only besaid not to be one, because of their bodies being two—a circumstance of no great importance, for, in spite of

a uni^^
animated them was

PlaM phUosopher called
0, the spirit is really the human creature, the fleshand bones constituting the body being nothing morethan a mere husk intended at the end to feed LrmsAnd then the mother helped this sameness by dress-mg them so like each other, as if she wanted to malce

lappenSl solicitude, it

breakfast one morning not vpt tlnf eh. ’ ’ ^

crisi<5 i. n ^
“ the expected

Svlu tsfttag ear.

the cMd
“> "‘her, aU unaware that

words and I
™ watching their

7 supposed to hang on the cabbalistic moyements
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and incantations of a sibyl, the attentive little listener

eagerly drank in every word of the following conversa-

tion :

—

“ The doctor is so doubtful,” said the anxious mother,

with a tear in her eye, “ that I have scarcely any hope;

and if she is taken away, the very look of Annie, left

alone ‘ bleating for her sister lamb,’ will break my heart

altogether.”

“ Yes,” rejoined Mr. Maconie, it would be hard to

bear
;
but”—and it was the first time since Mary’s ill-

ness he had ever remembered the insurance—“ it was

wise that I insured poor Mary’s life in the Pelican.”

^‘Insured her life in the Pelican!” echoed the wife

in a higher tone. “ That was at least lucky
;
but, oh

!

I hope we will not need to have our grief solaced by

that comfort in affliction for many a day.”

And this colloquy had scarcely been finished when

the doctor entered, having gone previously into the

invalid’s room, with a very mournful expression upon

his face
;
nor did his words make that expression any

more bearable, as he said

—

“ I am sorry to say I do not like Mary’s appearance

so well to-day. I fear it is to be one of those cases

where we cannot discover anything like a crisis at all

;

indeed I have doubts about this old theory being ap-

plicable to this kind of fever, where the virus goes on

gradually working to the end.”

“ The end!” echoed Mrs. Maconie ;
“ then, doctor, I

fear you see what that will be.”

“ I would not like to say,” added he
;

‘‘ but I fear

you must make up your mind for the worst.”

Now, all this was overheard by Annie, who, we may

here seize the opportunity of saying, was, in addition to

being a sensitive creature, one of those precocious little

philosophers thinly spread in the female world, and
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made what they are often by delicate health, which re-
duces them to a habit of thinking much before their
time. Not that she wanted the vivacity of her aee
but that It was tempered by periods of serious musin-’when all kinds of what the Scotch call “ auld farrant°”
( ar yont) thoughts come to be wliere they should not
be, the consequence being a weird-like kind of wisdom
very like that of the aged

; so the effect on a creature
so constituted was just equal to the cause. Annie ranout of the room with her face concealed in her hands

her mind r“
and solitude suited toher mind and feelings, she resigned herself to the grief

d
heart. It was now clear to her that herdear Mary was to be taken from her

; had not the

death, of which she had read and heard and thought so^uch, that she looked upon it as a thing altogetherysteiious and terrible. But had she not oveidieard

with ^h
insured poor dear Mary’s life

-yea, theVeHcl rfthttiltnet^TsV'

nature, whether bird or ben<!t n,.
“

angel? But whatever it mi^ht be
nr

to br “g a"“ 0 g:ea. a'S'Tf"
came to the concluLn that tho n«r

^

the destiny of Marv in h
only had

obligation to save bir from tbaf’de^b T “
terrible to her. Nor had she done'yelluh ,h‘”" 11°

as a faint memorv fb .
“•» keadmemory, that one day, „hen her father was



158 TALES OF THE BORDERS.

taking her along with her naother through the city, he

pointed to a gilded sign, with a large bird represented

thereon, tearing its breast avith its long beak, and

letting out the blood to its young, who were holding

their mouths open to drink it in. “ There, said he,

“ is the Pelican
;
” words she remembered even to that

hour, for they were imprinted upon her mind by the

formidable appearance of the wonderful-looking crea-

ture feeding its young with the very blood of its bosom.

But withal she had sense enough to knoav—being, as

we have said, a small philosopher—that a mere biid,

however endowed with the power of sustaining the

lives of its offspring, could not save that of her sister,

and therefore it behoved to be only the symbol of some

power within the office over the door of which the said

sign was susj)ended. Nor in all this Avas Annie Maconio

more extravagant than are nineteen-twentieths of the

thousand millions in the world who still cling to occult

catiscs.

And with those there came other equally strange

thoughts ;
but beyond all she could not ior the very

life of her comprehend that most inexcusable apathy

of her father, who, though he had heard with his own

ears, from good authority, that her beloved Mary was

lying in the next bedroom dying, never seemed to

think of hurrying away to town—even to that very

Pelican who had so generously undertaken to insure

Mary’s life. It was an apathy unbecoming a father

;

ami the blood of her little heart warmed with indigna-

tion at the very time that the said heart was down m
sorrow as far as its loose strings would enable it to go.

But was there no remedy ? To bo sure there was, and

Annie know, moreover, what it Avas
;
but then it Avas

to be got only by a sacrifice, and that sacrifice she also

knew, though it must of necessity be kept in the ineau-
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time as secret as the wonderful doings in the death-
chamber of the palace of a certain Bluebeard

Great thoughts these for so little a woman as Annie
Maconie

;
and no doubt the greatness and the weiaht

of them were the cause why, for all that day—everyom o which her father w^as allowing to pass shewas more melancholy and thoughtful than she hadever been since Mary began to be ill. But, somehow

could T “
“''“"S'

hahh of “f >’•'"> in ll'=

f
"“P'ng for her sister, yea, and sobbing very

P teously, she was all this day apparently in a reveri/

kJZlZ r !!“' S»in« to bed was she

enrid n^nn nt if she had been

CTO lall it nf e“'“‘ ‘n 'ntt- how-

deeping nndertheSt
ntight feem to be ou7of®l°',„lr\X°f “
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firntSS

her unutteSe grief,
Hal passivenp^Q anri

<itners crinii-

completely engrossed her nirnd
“

dseiSnt’tSLd ;;f "hid.
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^ ^ hegmnmg to dress,

in the house Aould know ^
^

Having completed her toilet
'7* "i* hour.

end having got to the ,obh„ ’

1
daks,
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ments as being in league aminstW “Y'"'.* ‘h' do-
elie crept ont by the® back door Md

eg'npped,

'ho hurried along, never l’ooking^™iftr‘':m
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she came to the main road to Edinburgh, when she

mounted the umbrella—one used by her father, and

so large that it was more like a main-sheet than a

covering suitable to so small a personage
;
so it be-

hoved, that if she met any other “ travellers on pur-

pose bent,” the moving body must have appeared to

be some small tent on its way to a fair, carried by the

proprietor thereof, of whom no more could be seen but

the two short toddling legs, and the hem of the black

riding-hood. But what cared Annie ? She toiled

along
;
the miles were long in comparison of the short

legs, but then there was a large purpose in that little

body, in the view of which miles were of small account,

however long a time it might take those steps to go

over them. Nor was it any drawback to all this

energy, concentrated in so small a bulk, that she had

had no breakfast. Was the dying sister Mary able to

take any breiikfast ? and why should Annie eat when

Mary, who did all she did—and she always did every-

thing that sister Mary did—could not ? The argument

was enough for our little logician.

]iy the time she reached, by those short steps of

liers, the great city, it was half-past eleven, and she

had before her still a great deal to accomplish. She

made out, af’ter considerable wanderings, the street

signalized above all streets by that wonderful bird
;
but

after she got into it, tlie greater dilliculty remained of

finding tl ,0 figure itself; wl.ereto there wns this untowai-d

obstacle, that it was still drizzling m the thick Scotch

way of concrete drops of mist, and the umbrella which

slie held over her head was so largo that no turning it

aside would enable her to sec under the rin\ at such

an angle as would ])crinit her scanning so elevated a

position, and so there was nothing for it but to draw it

down. But even this was a task—heavy as the main-
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sheet was Avith rain, and rattling in a considerable
wind—almost beyond her strength

;
and if it hadn’t

been that a kindly jicrsonage who saw the little maid’s
difficulty gave her assistance, she might not have been
able to accomplish it. And noAV, Avith the heavy article

in her hand, she peered about for another half-hour,
till at length her gladdened eye fell upon the mystic
symbol.

And no sooner had she made sure of the object than
she found her Avay into the office, asking the porter as
Avell as a clerk Avhere the pelican Avas'to be found,
questions that produced a smile

; but smile here or
smile there, Annie Avas not to be beat

;
nor did she stop

in her progress until' at last she Avas shoAvn into a room
where she saA\', perched on a high stool, Avith three (of
course) long legs, a strange-looking personage Avith a
curled Avig and a pair of green spectacles, Avho no doubt
must be the pelican himself. As she appeared in the
loom Avith the umbrella, not much shorter or less in
circumference than herself, the gentleman looked curi-
ously at her, Avondering no doubt Avhat the errand of so
strange a little customer could be.

“ Well, my little lady,” said he, “ Avhat may be your
pleasure ?

”

“ I want the pelican,” said Annie.
Ihe gentleman Avas still more astonished, even to the

extent that he laid doAvn his pen and looked at her acain.
“ The pelican, dear ?

”

“ just the pelican,” answered she deliberately
and even a httle indignantly. » Are you the pelican /’’

_ Why, yes, dear
; aU that is for it below the fi<^ure

”
said he, smiling, and wondering what the next question
Avould be.

.mV it ^
;
“ because

Slater ^lary is dying.”

403
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“ And who is sister Mary ? ”
.

“ My sister, Mary Maconie, at Juniper Green ”

Whereupon the gentleman began to remember that

the name of William Maconie was in his books as

holder of a policy.

‘‘ And what more ?
”

“ ]\Iy father says the pelican insured !Mary’s life
;

and I want you to come direct and do it, because I

couldn’t live if Mary were to die
;
and there’s no time

to be lost.”

“ Oh ! I see, dear. And who sent you ?
”

‘‘ Nobody,” answered Annie. “My father woiddn’t

come to you; and I have come from Juniper Green

myself Avithout telling my father or mother.”

“ Oh yes, dear 1 I understand you.”

“ But you must do it quick,” continued she, “ be-

cause the doctor says she’s in great danger
;

so you

must come with me and save her immediately.”

“ I am sorry, my dear little lady,” rejoined he, “ that

I cannot go with you
;
but I will set about it imme-

diately, and I have no doubt, being able to go faster

than you, that I Avill get there before you, so that all

will be right before you arrive.”

“See that you do it, then,” said she; “because I

can’t live if Mary dies. Are you quite sure you Avill

do it ?
”

“ Perfectly sure, my little dear,” added he. “ Go

away home, and all will be right
;
the pelican Avill do

his duty.”

And Annie being thus satisfied, Avent aAA\ay, dragging

the main-sheet after her, and having upon her face a

look of contentment, if not absolute happiness, in place

of the sorroAV Avhich had occupied it during all the time

of her toilsome journey. The same road is to be re-

traced
;
and if she had an object before Avdiich nerved
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Ii6r little liniliSy slie lind now tlie deliglitful conscious-
ness of that object having been effected—a feeling of
inspiration which enabled her, hungry as she was, to
overcome all the toil of the return. Another two
hours, with that heavy umbrella over head as well as
body, brought her at length home, where she found
that people had been sent out in various directions to
find the missing Annie. The mother was in tears, and
the father in great anxiety

; and no sooner had she
entered and laid down her burden, than she was clasped
to the bosom, first of one parent, and tlien of the other

“ But where is the pelican ? ” said the anxious little
maid.

“The pelican, my darling!” cried the mother-
what do you mean ?

” ’

“ Oh ! I have been to him at his own office at Edin-
burgh to get him to come and save Mary’s life, and he
said he Avould be here before me.”

“ And what in the world put it in your head to go
tliGie ? again asked the mother,

“ Because I heard my father say yesterday that the
pelican had insured dear sister Mary’s life, and I went
o tell him to come and do it immediately

; because ifMary were to die, I couldn’t live, you know. That’sthe reason, dear mother.”
“ Yes, yes,” said the father, scarcely able to repressa smile which rose in spite of his grief. « I see it allYou did a very right thing, my love,

been here, and Mary is better.”
“ Oh ! I am so glad,” rejoined Annie : “ for I wasn’i

looked for him on the road, I couldn’t see him ”

Wile te. '-M' a

“ Mary is safe now,” said he. « There has been -

The pelican has
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crisis, after all. The sweat has hroken out upon her
dry skin, and she will be well in a very short time.”

“ And there’s no thanks to you,” said Annie, “ be-
cause it was I who went for the pelican.”

Whereupon the doctor looked to the father, who,
taking him aside, narrated to him the story, at which
the doctor was so pleased that he lauglied right out.

“ You’re the noblest little heroine I ever heard of
”

said he.
’

“ But have you had anything to eat, dear, in this

long journey?” said the mother.
“ No, I didn’t want,” was tlie answer

;
“ all I wanted

was to save Mary’s life, and I am glad I have done it.”

And glad would we be if, by the laws of historical

trutli, our stranger story could have ended here
;

but,

alas I we are obliged to pain the good reader’s heart by
.saying that the demon who had left the troubled little

breast of Mary Maconie took possession of Annie’s.

The very next day she lay extended on the bed, pant-
ing under the fell embrace of the relentless foe. As
Mary got bettor, Annie grew worse

;
and her case was

so lar unlike Mary’s, that there was more a tendency
to a levered state of the brain. The little sufferer

watched with curious eyes the anxious faces of lier

pai'cnts, and seemed conscious that she was in a dan-

gerous condition. Nor did it fail to occur to her as

a great mystery as well as wonder, wlty they did not

send for (lie wonderful being Avho had so promptly
saved the life of her sister. T1 le tlioiight haunted her,

yet slje was afraid to mention it to her motlier, because

it implied ii sense of danger—a fear wliich one evening

she overcame. Fixing her eyes, now every inoinent

waxing less clear, on tlie face of lier motlier

—

Oh mother, dear,” slie whispered^ “why do you
not send for tlie pelican ?

•j
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In other circumstances the mother would have
smiled

;
but, alas, no smile could be seen on that pale

face. Whether the pelican was sent for we know not,

but certain it is, that he had no power to save poor
Annie, and she died within the week. But she did
not die in vain, for the large sum insured upon her life

eventually came to Mary, whom she loved so deariy.
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THE WIDOW’S AE SON.

We will not name tlie village where the actors in the

following incidents resided
;
and it is sullicient for our

))urpose to say that it lay in the county of Berwick,

and within the jurisdiction of the Presbytery of Dunse.

Eternity has gathered forty winters into its bosom since

tlio ])rinoipal events took place. Janet JoHrey was left

a widow before lier only child had completed his tenth

year. AVhile her husband lay upon his deathbed, he

called her to liis bedside, and, taking her liand within

his, he groaiH'd, gazed on lier face, and said, “ Now,
.lanet, I’m gaim a lang and a dark journey; but ye

winna forget, Janet^—ye winna forget—for ye ken it

has ayi' been ujtperniost in my thoughts and first in my
dc.sires, to mak dliamas a miiiisUn'

;
promise me that ae

tiling, .lanet, llial, if it hv. Ills will, ye will see it. per-

IbriiH'd, an’ 1 will die in pi‘ace.” In sorrow the pledge

w.as given, and in joy ])erfornied. Iter lil’e hecame

wrajit up in ]u‘r son’s lite
;
and it was her morning

and li(vr ('veiling prayer that slie might live lo see her

“dear ’riiainas a shining liglit in the Ivirk.” Often slie

(leelaiiMl that he was an “auld farrant bairn, and could

ask a. Idessing like ony minister.” Our wislies and

a lT(*{!t ions, liovve.ver, often blind our judgment. No-

body but lln! mother thought tin' son filled for tiu’ kirk,

nor (In* kirk filled for him. ’I’lnu'e was always sonuv

filin'^ original, almost [)0 (*tieal about liim
;

but sli

’riionias was ** no orator as Brill ns was.” 11 is mother

liiid IV'VV means beyond (In* labour ol her hands lortiu'ir
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support. She had kept him at the parish school until

he Avas fifteen, and he had learned all that his master
knew

;
and in three years more, by rising early and

sitting late at her daily toils, and the savings of his field

labour and occasional teaching, she was enabled to make
preparation for sending him to Edinburgh. Never did
her wheel spin so blithely since her husband was taken
from her side, as Avhen she put the first lint upon the
rock for his college sarlts. Proudly did she show to
her neighbours her double spinel yarn—observing, “ It’s

nae finer than he deserves, poor fallow, for he’ll pay
me back some day.” The Aveb was bleached and the
shirts made by her own hands

;
and the day of his de-

parture arrived. It was a day of joy mingled with
anguish. He attended the classes regularly and faith-
fully

; and truly as St. Giles’s marked the hour, the
long, lean figure of Thomas JefFrey, in a suit of shabby
black, and half a dozen volumes under his arm, was
seen issuing from his garret in the West Bow, darting
down the fiail stair with the velocity of a shadow, mea-
suiing the Lawnmarket and High Street with gigantic
strides, gliding like a ghost up the South Bridge, and
sailing through the Gothic archw^ay of the College, till
the punctual student was lost in its inner chambers.
Years rolled by, and at length the great, the awful day
arrived— ^

“ Big \vitli the fate of Thomas and his mother.”

He was to preach his trial sermon
; and where ? In

is own parish in his native village ! It was summer,
but his mother rose by daybreak. Her son, however,
was at his studies before her

; and when she entered
ns bedroom with a swimming heart and swimming
eyes, Thomas was stalking across the floor, swinging
Ins arms, stamping his feet, and shouting his sermon to
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she walked again to tlic air

tlie ti'enibling curtains of a four-post bed, wliicli she had
pill chased in honour of liini alone. **Oh, my bairn! my
matchless bairn !” cried she, “ what a day o’ joy is this
for your poor motlier ! But oh, hinny, hac ye it weel alF?
I liopc tlicre’s nae fears o’ ye stickin’ or using notes I”
“ Dinna fret, motlier—dinna fret,” replied the young
divine

;

‘‘ slickin’ and notes are out o’ the question. I

line every word o’ it as clink as the A B C.” The ap-
pointed hour arrived. She was first at tlie kirk. Her
heart felt too bif]^ for her bosom. She could not sit

—

—she trembled back—she
gazed restless on tlic pulpit. The parish minister gave
out the psalm—the book shook while she held it. The
irnnistcr jirayed, again gave out a psalm, and loft the
pulpit. ’Jhc book fell from Mrs. Jeffrey’s hand. A
tall figure paced along the passage. He reached the
])ulpit stairs—took two .steps at once. It was a bad
omen

;
but arose from the length of his limbs not

levity. He opened the door—his knees smote upon
one another, lie sat down—he was paler than death.

Ho rose—his bones were paralytic. The Bible was
opened—his mouth opened at the same time, and re-

mained oj)cn, but said nothing. His largo eyes stared

wildly around. At length Iiis teeth chattered, and the

text was announced, tliough half the congregation dis-

puted it, “ My brethren I” said ho once, and the

whiteness of his cmintenancc increased; but ho saitl no
more*. “ My bre—thnm !” responded he a second time;

luH f(’eth chattered lomler
;

his cheeks became clammy
and death-like, “My lirethrcu I” stammered he a third

limn (miplnitically, and his knees fell together. A deep

groan echoed from hi.s mother’s pew. His wildness in-

creased. “ My mother I” exclaimed the preacher. They
wor(^ the last words he ever ultered in a jmipit. The
shaking and the agony began in his heart, and his boily
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hands* fpH
covered liis face witli his

her husband’s prayer, her fond antidpations, and thepulpit oratorv of llpr «:nn A ^ • T 1
^

round liovt ^
1

iicjghbours crowded

led hi to
‘'‘^^istance. They

of vacanr. ^ a look

thi/tl
waved her hand, in token

and Ipf^
^"™‘''ce. Silently she arose

upon her bed in bitterness ^
herself

did she groan but 1 i
^

f ’ ”^i*^licr

a^ony. Sickness smote Thomas to liis very lieart • Z?
heated iron in his mnutk 7l ? ® ^i^e

and. He ,vasW ‘'T
the persecution of the unfeeliL lUter -md theof shallow nitv TTp mi ’ ^ expressions

darkness to e;er br h
">

of his tormentoi: “'"P' ‘'>0 eyes

the kirkyard “ iust ” stood in groups in

at the orator’-” '^,nd 1
""'‘her look

them. With ’

his vei-v ™’'f’
through the midst of

cheeks oov* dliiro^tirt ilep-r}

ana eret^ olnreX*'

another, “I’m sorry for him - buT
?’ «^‘^ed

play.” “ Was it Jgedy oJ comedt ?” f "

aiighing as he spoke. The remarks
"i-he grated his teeth in madness but 1

® """
no more; and, covering his face with^'^P^'^/

endure

a wounded deer to his mother's
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cottage. In despair lie entered the house, scarce

knowing what he did. He beheld her where she had

I’allcn upon the bed, dead to all but misery. “ Oh

mother, mother 1” he cried, “dinna ye be angry

—

dinna ye add to the alllictions of your son 1 AVill ye

no, mother?—will ye no?” A low groan was the

only answer, lie Iiurried to and fro across the room,

wringing his hands. “ Mother," he again c.xclaimcd,

“ will ye no .speak ae word ? Oli, woman 1
ye wadna

be angry if ye kenned what an awfu’ thing it is to see

a thou.san’ ecn below ye, and aboon ye, and round about

ye, a’ staring upon ye like condemning judges, an’ look-

ing into your very soul—ye hac nae idea o’ it, mother;

1 tell ye, ye hue nae idea o’t, or ye wadna be angry,

’i'hc very pulpit floor gaed down wi’ me, the kirk was

gacd round about, and 1 thought the very crown o my

head wad jiitch on the top o’ the precentor. The very

ecn o’ the multitude soonied round mo like fishes 1— an'

oh, woman I are ye dumb ? will ye torment me mair ?

can ye no speak, mother ? ” Hut ho spoke to one who

never spoke again. Her reason departed, and her

speech failed, Imt grief remained. She had lived upon

one hope, and that hope was destroyed. Her round

rmhly chei'ks and portly form wasted away, and within

H few weeks the neighbours, who jierlormed the last

ollico of humanity, declared that a thinner corpse was

never wrapt in a winding sheet than Mrs. Jefltey. 1 into

Hool.hed, but did not heal the .sorrows, the .shame, and

the disajipoiutmeut of the son. He sank into a vilhtge

teacher, ami often, in the midst of his little .school, he

would ([note his first, his only text— imagine the

diililren to be his congregation—iittem|it to jirocoed

gaze wildly round for a moment, and sit down ami weep.

'.I'hrough these alierratious his sohool dwmdleil into

nothingness, and poverty increased his delirium. t)nce.
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ata text. Jly bretliien !
” lie exclaimed, and smitmg Ins hand tipon Jus foiehead, cried, “ Sneak mother i-speak now !

” and fell with his face „pen I , |

w entl Tl “'ool and
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THE STOEY OE MYSIE CRATH.

In (lot:ii]ing tlic ciirioiis circumstances of tlic lollowing

story, 1 urn again only reporting a. real law ease to be

fonncl in lln^ Court of Session Records, the tvuiung-

]ioint, of wliicli was as invisible to tlic judges ns to tlic

parties tlieiiisel ves—that is, until tlio end came ;
a cir-

cninslance again which made the ease a kind of de-

veloped romance. But as an end imphes a beginning,

and the one is certainly as necessary as the other, we

rciuost you to accompa'ny us—taking care of your ieet

(1,; 'inucse of a Kncmool call.-J

Corbel’s l/iml, in the same old town where so many

wonderful things in the complicated drama—or dreaiii,

if you are a Marphurins—of human life have occurred,

lip which spiral stair having got by the help of our

haiiils, almost as indlspen.s.able as that of the feet, we

lind ourselves in n little, human dovecot of two small

inoius, occupied by two iier.sons not nnlike, in many

1 •uul her daughter,
leaiecls, tw'o doves— idow t iaig.UHi in i v „ >

d May, eni)buized by the Scotch into Mysie. m

chief inspects in which tiiey might be likened, without

niiieh Htr.'ss, to the harmless creatures we have men-

r„„u d, were their love for each other, together wnv

ll„.i, |„inl iimlYeiisiveness as regtirded the outsiue

world; ami Ave are didighted to say this, for we. mo

so many of the mnltitudimiiis .sides of human nature

-^1
I . v.t 11, .,1 w,- are apt to think there is

dark ami depraved, t hat. \\i ai e .ipi

bright side, at all. Nor shall we let .slip the oppo -

I unity of saying, at the risk of b.'iiig considere, ve y

fil
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simple, that of all the gifts of felicity bestowed, as thePagan Homer tells, upon mankind by the gods, no one
IS so perfect and beautiful as the love that exists be-tween a good mother and a good daughter

iJZr recourse to
instinct, which is deeper, than any secondary causes wepoor mortals can see. But beyond this, there were
special reasons tending to this same result of mutual
affection, which come more within the scope of our

bands life, had foreseen the advantages of using it

of "wri/TaT";™ ...u bea«m.. petcZrn:
byTlfe ha“d "uh ^ '“broidered

often cost twenty ponn^ Scots, that a tiZ^e Te if

ml rz?mT:r:i
Nor was the perfection in t?'

''onien.

ZdZfhe'Tir
left alto *Lr t Zrr “ ’ -“‘'- was it

spent their time' in it
the genius and the diliZt Z

T

it became to the mother a thino t h
“

her daughter Mysie proved hersdf .so
she became an adeM and „

apt a scholar that

the finest embroideresses in ZgieTt T”

or t^e
“

corbefs Laid was brshti%rxr:‘brrrugt
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masses of quilted and emblazoned silk that, enveloping

the belles of tlie day, were with difficulty forced up to

and down from the small room of the industrious

Mysic.

Jiut we are now speaking of art, while we should

have more to say (for it concerns us more) of the

character of the young woman who was destined to

ligure in a stranger way than in making beautiful

figures on silk, Mysio was one of a class: few in

number they arc indeed, but on that account more to

be prized. Her taste and fine manipulations were but

counterparts of qualities of the heart—an organ to

wliich the pale face, witb its delicate lines and the

clear rKpiid eyes, was a suitable index. The relinemcnt

which enabled her to make her imitation of beautiful

objects on the delicate material of her work was only

anotlujr form of a sensibility which pervaded her whole

iijiture—that gift which is only conceded to iieculiar

organizations, and is sucli a doubtiul one, too, it we gc>,

as wo cannot hell) doing, with the poet, when he sings

that “chords that vibrate sweetest pleasures,” often

also “ thrill the de(q)est notes o( woe. Nay, we might

Kay that the creatures themselves seem to fear the gilt,

for they shrink from the biuch of the rough world, and

Hitire within themselves as if to avoid it, while they

are only courting ils (’Hi'cts in the play ol an imaginii-

tion much too ardt'ut for the duties ol life
\
and, tis a

conseqiHmc(», how tbey seidc st'cridly the support ol

stronger nalurt^s, clinging It) them as do those strange

]>lant!^ called parasiti'S, wliioh, with their tender arms

and something so like lingers, cling to the nearest stem

ol‘ a stouter neighbour, and embratfmg it, even though

hollow and rot.Um, covin' it, and choke it with a tiood

of (lowers. So trm^ is it that woman, like the generous

vine*, lives by l)eing supi)orted and held up
;

yeteipiiilly



the stoey of mysie crato.
] 75

true that the strength she gains is from the embr'ieo

proves the spring of sorrow.
’ affection

but as yet tlie^^stronger^^tem lo^^V ’

that that affection wouH pltve’^r^

and the earnings^o'^ tie nlibll
7"

’

into the still hours of the ni-hffoT’ 77^wolf from the door but let in%/’
"ot only kept the

harmony and peace. Would thatll!''''"^^!
continued! But there arl n 7"^ had so

poverty, and the “ae iamb o’lVj'^Sd'’
''''

happened on a certain nTaM °L, TV «

floral petticoats on whilh she hJ K
^ of these

weeks, went forth with her .

®®^ ooS‘'‘gcd for many
the same to its impalent
then famous AnabelK rn other than tlie

cate-s Clos._„f’:S SeT’d; b m"''"
™

say, that of aU the gay creatur^f’ 7 '^'^7
“ the twa Bows,” no one disnT 1 ° paraded between
brocaded silk, nodded her of
napped ^vith a sharper crank^r’^u "I J'^^ntily, or
to approve herself to « the bucks”^o'f

‘'‘A

their square coats brocaded with 1
^

cornered hats on the top of their bohbuckles and shoe-buckles. And cl ^•T’important of those, both in his owlof the sprightly Anabella, was
and that

young man who had only a year
^algarnie, a

the property of Balgruddlry,^somewh/^ fucceeded to
/, somewhere m the north
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and of whom we might say that, in forming him, Nature

had taken so much pains with the building up of the

body, that she had forgotten the mind, so that he had

no more spiritual matter in him than suthced to keep

liis blood hot, and enable his sensual organs to wor *

out their own seKish gratifications ;
or, to perpetrate a

metaphor, he was all the polished mahogany ot a piano,

without any more musical springs than might respon

to one keynote of selfishness. And suiely i na le a

had approveil herself to the fop to some purpose ;
tor

when our sempstress with her bundle had got into the

narlour of the fine lady, she encountered no other than

IbilKarnie—a circumstance apparently ot very small

importance ;
but we know that a moment of time is

sometimes like a small seed, which contains the nucleus

of a great tree—perhaps a poisonous one. And so it

tiirncMl out that, while Anabella was gloating over the

beautiful work of the timid enibroidcress, Ihilgamie

was busy admiring the artist, but not mcroly-porhaps

jit, „ll_as an artist, only us an object over wliom he

wished to exercise power.
, , *1 „ i:,,i.,

'J'his circumstance was not unobserved by the little

I.ut it o.ily olisc vcl to

in l.or mvii limia 'vay ; ami |.tolatol,v it

„r, have from her min.l, if it hail not been

followed up by something 11010 tii ecu .1
.

And it was ;
for no sooner had Mysic got to the 1

nominees in daily life of which the world

that lumi ..r mat which io

% I titwl iliprororo iHit to woiuUittl u ,

are we to wonder that Mys.e listened to it, ^ r;'

have hcanl so much about “ lovely woman stooping
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folly,” that we are content to put it to the large account
0 natural miracles. And not very miraculous eitherwhen we remember that if the low-breathed accents of
enderness awaken the germ of love, they awaken at
e same time faith and trust. And such was the be-ginning of the romance which was to go through thenormal stages,—the appointment to meet ao^ain themeeting itseli the otliers that followed, the extensionof the moonlight walks, sometimes to the Hunter'sBog between Arthur’s Seat and Salisbury Cra-s andsometimes to the song-famed “ Wells o’ \\'earv°"l_Mll

Vhnl' Ti” 'r
“

"'"I
'i'”

^
t

.
ere"- and gre„., „„j t|,e n,i,|,

illolf W 'V that nl, id. it fdt i„

have left then- foot-nwks in the W,-y .inas°,„ be .'e

“Ita?
"ell had wl.ispeied in'’,Mysie’s eai-

hav Se'd 1

^'''> l‘- " il'e,” sl.e avotl i

r«g..ed the si„ce.ity of J.ev Z '

,

atifSEr-'—
*1

’ tJieie were unsoundnoss in ilm c*these very blossoni« -iv.,,,! i .
tlie stem

Jhis change in the lifp nf iii/a i'f-*i
*

not fail to produce somn nn • / v
® ®®'”Pstress could

We read smoothly the play weT^
liomo.

and so tl.e motheiMead love in tl.e'd” T'“'.
"“‘'*el'-es

;

heard it, too, in he,- long s ghs
'

"h! 1" f

poetic! warblino-^ R.,t •*? an affair forhhn,. But she sa.d ..othing
; for while sl.e

d04



.178 TAT.KS OF THE nor.OFRS.

liad faith in the good sense and virtue of her daughter,

she knew also that there was forbearance due to one

wlio Avas her support. Nor, as yet, had she reason to

fear, for Mysie still plied her needle, and the roses and
the lilies sprang up in all their A'aried colours out of

the ground of tlie silk or satin as quickly and as beau-

lifidly as they were wont, though the lilies of her cheeks

waxed paler as the days ilitted. And why the latter

should have been, we must leave to the reader
;
for our-

selves only hazarding the supposition that, perhaps, she

already ihouglit that P>algarnie should be setting about

to make her his wife—an issue which behoved to be

the result of their intimacy sooner or later; for that in

her sim|)lc mind there should be any other issue, Avas -

just about as impossil)lc ns that, in the event of the

Avorld lasting as long, the next moon Avould not, at her

propc'r time, again shine in that green hollow, between

the Lion’s Head and Samson’s Ribs, Avhich liad so often

been the scene of tlieir happiness. Nay, Ave might say

that though a doubt on the subject had by any means

got into her mind, it Avould not have remained there

longer than it look a shudder to scare the Avild thing

away.

Of course, all this Avas only a question of time
;
but

certain it is, that by-and-by the mother could see some

c.onnection between Mysie’s being more seldom out on

lliose moonlight nights than formerly, and a greater

])alenesH in her thin face, as if the (Uio had been the

cause. c»f tlie other. Hut still she said nothing, for she

(hiily (!Xpect(Hl that Mysie Avould herself break the sub-

j<*ct to her; and so she Avas left only to increasing fears

tliat luu* daughter’s Ju'art and atVections had been tam-

ixuumI witli, ami perhaps she had fears that went fartlu'r.

Still, NO far as yt*t lunl goiu', tliere Avas no remission in

tlu' lalxjurs of Mysie’s lingers, !is if in the midst of all
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whatever that all might be—she recognised the para-
mount necessity of bringing in by those fingers the
required and usual amount of the means of their live-
lihood. Nay, somehow or other, there was at that very
time, when her cheek w^as at the palest, and her sighs
were at their longest, and her disinclination to speak
was at the strongest, an increase of work upon her

;for was not there a grand tunic to embroider for
iss Anabella, which was wanted on a given day and

were there not other things for Miss Anabella’s friend
Miss Allardice, which were not to be delayed beyond
that same day ? And so she stitched and stitched on
and on, till sometimes the little lamp seemed to out
or want of oil, while the true cause of her diminished
light was really the intrusion of the morning sun, against
Avhich It had no chance. It might be, too, that her
very anxiety to get these grand dresses finished helped
to keep out of her mind ideas which could have done
lier small good, even if they had got in.
But at length the eventful hour came when the

gentle sempstress withdrew the shining needle, made
clear by long use, from the last touch of the last rose •

and doubtless, if Mysie had not been under the cloudof sorrow we have mentioned, she would have beenlappiei at the termination of so long a labour than shehad ever been, for the finishing evening had alw-.vseen celebrated by a glass of strong Edinburgh ale—link which, as both a liquor and a liqueur was asamous then as it is at this day. But of what avdilwas this work-termination to her now ? Was it dnf

a^d th

*

'f ?® for twd moons ?and though the impossibility of his not marrvino- her

I-Il without the privilege of throwing the sha-
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s of iMysio Cl tiig <iD<i George K^lgarnie on tlie gr<iss,

where the fairies had left the traces of their dances?
Questions these which she was unable to answer, if it

were not even that she was afraid to put them to her-
self Then, when was it that she felt herself unable to
tie up her "work in order to take it home, and that her
mother, seeing the reacting effect of the prior sleepless
nights in her languid frame, did this little duty for her,
even as while she was doing it she looked through her
teais at her changed daughter? But ^lysie would do
so much. While the mother should go to Miss Allar-
dice, Mj^sie would proceed to Miss Anabella

;
and so

it was arranged. They went forth together, parting
at the Nether Bow

5
and Mysie, in spite of a weakness

which threatened to bring her with her burden to the
ground, struggled on to her destination. At the top
of Advocate’s Close she saw a man hurry out and in-
crease his step even as her eye rested on him

;
and if it

had not appeared to her to be among the ultimate im-
possibilities of things, natural as well as unnatural, she
would have sworn that that man was George Balgarnie

;

but then, it just so happened that IMysie came to the
conclusion that such a circumstance was among these
ultimate impossibilities.

This resolution was an effort which cost her more
than the conviction would have done, though doubtless
slie did not feel this at the time, and so with a kind of
forced step she mounted the stair; but when she got
into the presence of Miss Gilroy, she could scarcely

pronounce the words

—

“ I have brought you tlie dress, ma’am.”
‘‘ And I am so delighted. Miss Craig, that I could

almost take you into my arms,” said the lady
;

but
what ails ye, dear? You are as white as any snow I

ever saw, whereas you ought to have been as blithe as
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a bridesmaid, for don’t you know that you have brought
me home one of my marriage dresses ? Come now, snrile
when I tell you that to-morroAv is my wedding-day.”

Wedding-day,” muttered l\Iysie, as she thought of
the aforesaid utter impossibility of hei’self not being
soon married to George Balgarnie

;
an impossibility not

rendered less impossible by the resolution she had
formed not to believe that within five minutes he had
flown away from her.

Yes, Miss Craig, and surely you must have heard
who the gentleman is; for does not the town ring of it
from the castle to the palace, from Kirk-o’-Field°to the
Calton?”

I have not been out,” said Jfysie.
**?'^‘^* for it,” continued the lady; “and Iam delighted at the reason, for wouldn’t it have been

terrible to think that my marriage with George Bal-
garnie of Balgruddery was a thing of so small a note
as not to be known eveiywhere?”

IfMysie Cmighad appeared shortly before to MissGilroy paler than any snow her ladyship had ever seenshe must now have been as pale as some other kind ofsnow that nobody ever saw. The dreadful words hadindeed produced the adequate effect, but not in the

IS not the most shrinking and sensitive natures that arealu ays the readiest to faint
; and there was, besides the

nfindTv
impossibility which, grasping the

r>l H
^ force, deadened the ear to words im-

p } ing the contrary. Mysie stood fixed to the spot as

m the face of the lady—mute as that kind of picture

list I
“““I'M calls a silent poem, and Ltion-Itss as a ligure of marble.
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An attitude and appearance still more inexplicable

to Anabella, perhaps irritating as an unlucky omen,

and therefore not possessing any claim for sympathy

—at least it got none.

‘‘ Are you the Mysie Craig,” she cried, as she looked

at tlie girl, “ who used to chat to me about the dresses

you brought, and the flowers on them ? Ah, jealous and

envious, is that it ? But you forget, George Balgarnie

never could have made you his wife—a working needle-

woman
5
he only fancied you as the plaything of an

hour. He told me so himself when I charged him with

liaving been seen in your company. So, INIysie, you

may as well look cheerful. ^ our turn will come next

with some one in your own station.”

There are words which stimulate and confirm
;
there

are others that seem to kill the nerve and take away

the sense, nor can we ever tell the effect till we see it

produced
5
and so we could not have told befoiehand

—tiay, we would have looked for sometlting quite op-

posite—that Mysie, shrinking and irritable as she Avas

by nature, was saved from a faint (which liad foi some

moments been threatening her) by the cruel insult

which thus had been added to her misfortune. She

had even power to have recourse to that sti'ange device

of some natures, that of “affecting to be not affected ;

and casting a glance at the fine lady, she turned and went

away Avithout uttering a single Avord. But Avho knows

the pain of the conA^entional concealment of pain except

those who have experienced the agony of the tnal?

Even at tlie moment Avhen she heard that George Bal-

garnie Avas to be married, and that she came to knoAV

that she had been for Aveeks sewing the marriage dress

of his bride, she Avas carrying under her heart the living

burden which was the fruit of her love for that mam

Yet not the burden of shame and dishonour, as oui
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story will show, for she was justified by the hiw of her
country yea, by certain words once written by an
apostle to the Corinthians, alt which may as yet appear
a great mystery

;
but as regards Alysie Craig’s agony,

as she staggered down IVIiss Gilroy’s stairs on her way
home, there could be no doubt or mystery whatever.

Noi, when slie got home, was there any comfort there
for the daughter Avho had been so undutiful as to de-
part from her mother’s precepts, and conceal from her
not only her unfortunate connection with a villain but
the condition into which that connection had broughi
her. But she was at least saved from the pain of a
part of the confession, for her mother had learned
enough from Miss Allardice to satisfy her as to the
cause of her daughter’s change from the happy creature
she once was, singing in the long niglits, as slie wrought
uniemittingly at her beautiful work, and the poor
sighing, pale, heart-broken tiling she had been for
nmnths. Nor did she fail to see, with the quick eyeo a mother, that as Mysie immediately on entering
the house laid herself quietly on the bed, and sobbedm ler great apny, she had learned the terrible truthfiom AIiss Gilroy that the robe she had embroideredV as to deck the bride of her destroyer. Moreover, heriscretion enabled her to perceive that this was not theme for explanation, for the hours of grief are sacredand the heart must be left to do its work by openin.^the issues of Nature’s assuagement, or ceasing to beaf

SeTtoTe^tl" the’ tongue Uia!used to be the medium of cheerful words and tender

in rvi:«rciosT
It was not till after sevprnl i i -i .several days had passed that
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ISIysie was able, as she still lay in bed, to ^vlnsper,

amidst tlie recurring sobs, in the ear of lier mother, as

tlie latter bent over her, tlie real circumstances of her

condition
;
and still, amidst the trembling v’ords, came

the vindication that she considered herself to be as

much the wife of George Balgarnie as if they had been
joined by “ Holy Kirk a statement which the mother
could not understand, if it was not to her a mystery,

rendered even more mysterious by a reference which

Mysie made to the law of the country, as she had heard

the same from her cousin, George Davidson, a writer’s

clerk in the T/iwnmarket. Much of which, as it came
in broken syllal)Ies from the lips of the disconsolate

daughter, the mother put to the account of the fond

dreams of a mind jmt out of joint by the worst form

of misery incident to young women. But what availed

explanations, mysteries or no mysteries, where the fact

was patent tliat Mysie Craig lay tliere, the poor heart-

bi'oken victim of man’s perhdy—her powers of industry

brok(*n and useless—the hue weaving genius of her

fancy, whereby she wrought her embroidered devices

to deck and adorn beauty, only engaged now on ])or-

1 raying all the evils of her future life; and above all,

wiis she not soon to become a mother?

Meanwliilc, and in (be midst of all this misery, the

laid-up earnings of Mysie’s industry wore away, where

there was no work by those cunning lingers, now thin

and emaciated
;
imd bel’ore the days ])assed, and the

critical day came whereon another burden would be

im|)o.sed on the household, there was need for the

symi)athy of neighbours in that form which soon wears

out—])ecuniary help. That critical day at length came.

Mysie Craig gave birth to a boy, and their necessities

from that hour grow in ((uicker and greater j)roportion

than tlu’ generosity of IViciuls. There behoved some-
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tiling to be done, and that witliout delay. So when
ysie lay asleep, with the innocent evidence of hermisfortune by her side, Mrs. Craig put on her redplaid and went forth on a mother’s duly, and was soon

Avife

of George Balgarnie and his young

delicate conventionalities, and did not think it neces-saiy to give the lady an opportunity of being absent •

nay, she rather Avould have her to be present^ for^- le, who had been so far privy to the intercourse be-tAveen her husband and Mysie, to be exempt Ibom fLconsequences Avhich she, in a sense, nu^htSiave beensaid to have brought about ?
°

“Ye haA’e ruined Mysie Cj’-iirr d,. »» • i

the roused mother. Ye h»e hV^
have ta en aiva her health. Ye have ta’en i i

bread. Ay, and ye have reduced th;!: h„

liere in "“h-Vo '“‘l
.• “"tl I have come

tvhaur is t'o bcTcTemefd
^ lien and Avhere you mav finrl if

the lady, as she cast a sideSa. ce t T””, I “t’
probably by way of appeal for the truth o'f .thought it right to say. “Mr Ll

^ ^

jured your dauo-litpr T t-
u- 'i

^ Smnie never in-

the rercid r ‘be deed yield

V"? by this ?” said Mrs. Craig.Ii6 husband had been alrG^dir nl
*

i

from blame by his wife, who kept her evTf ?b.m
; and fte obligation to conslLce sMd t T“

;^a: rsVnffotlifi i„'‘r
-y Wish to rta“ d

daughS^i^Te M?;'' 't" '"t"’"o «Jy. And not content with the
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denial, he supplemented it by a laugh as he added,

When birds go to the greenwood, they must take the

chance of meeting the goshawk.”
“ And that is your answer ?” said she.

It is
;
and you need never trouble either my Avife

or me more on this subject,” Avas the reply.

.
“ Then rnay the vengeance o’ the God of justice light

on the heads o’ baith o’ ye !” added Mrs. Craig, as she

Avent hurriedly aAvay.

Nor Avas her threat intended as an empty one, for she

held on her AA^ay direct to the LaAvnmarket, A\diere she

found George Davidson, to Avhoin she related as much
as she had been able to get out of Mysie, and also

what had passed at the intervieAV Avith Balgarnie and

his lady. After hearing Avhich, the young Avriter shook

his head.

“ You Avill get a trifle of aliment,” said he
;
“ per-

haps half-a-croAvn a AA^eek, but no more
;
and Mysie

could have made that in a day by her beautiful Avork.”

“ And she Avill never Avork mair,” said the mother,

Avitli a sigh.

“ For a hundred years,” rejoined he, more to himself

than to her, and probably in congratidation of himself

for his perspicacity, “ and since CA'^er there AA'as a College

of Justice, there never Avas a case Avhere a man pulled

up on oath for a promise of marriage admitted the fact.

It is a good Scotch hiAV, only Ave Avant a people to obey

it. liut Avhat,” he added again, “ it AA^e Avere to try it,

though it Avcrc only as a grim joke and a revenge in so

sad and terrible a case as that of poor Mysie Craig !”

Words AA'hich the mother understood no more than

she did laAV Latin
;
and so she Avas sent aAA^ay as sorroAv-

ful as she had come, for Davidson did not Avant to raise

hopes which there was no chance of being fullilled ;

but he knew as a Scotchman that a man who trusts
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himself to a “ strae rape ” in the hojDc of its breaking,
may possibly hang himself

;
and so it happened that the

very next day a summons was served upon George
Balgarnie, to have it found and declared by the Lords
of Session that he had promised to marry ^lysie Craig,
whei eupon a child had been born by her

^ or, in fault
of that, he was bound to sustain the said child. There-
upon, Avithout the ordinary law^s delay, certain proceed-
ings Avent on, in the course of Avhich IMysie herself Avas
examined as the mother to afford Avhat the lawyers call
a semiplena prolatio, or half proof, to be supplemented
otheiAvise, and thereafter George Balgarnie stood before
the august fifteen. He denied stoutly all intercourse
Avith IMysie, except an occasional Avalk in the Hunter’s
Bog; and this he Avould have denied also, but he kncAv
that he had been seen, and that it would be sworn to
by others. And then came the last question, Avhich IMr.
Greerson, Mysie's advocate, put in utter hopelessness.
Nay so futile did it seem to try to catch a Scotchman
by advising him to put his head in a noose on the pre-
tence of seeing how it fitted his neck, that he smiled
even as the Avords came out of his mouth

“ Did you ever promise to marry IMysie Crai-- ’ ”

Was prudence, the chief of the four cardinal virtues
ever yet consistent with vice ? Balgarnie waxed clever—a dangerous trick in a witness. He stroked his
beard with a smile on his face, and ansAvered

Tes, once when I was ch'unk / ”

Words which Avere immediately followed by thecrack of a single word in the dry mouth of one of the
‘^^vocRtcs tliG word Nicked,^*
And nicked he Avas

; for the presiding judge ad-dressing the witness, said
o J ^

V
'^1' in its own

}, r, but It does not take away the efi’ect of your
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promise
;
nay, it is even an aggravation, insomucli as

liaving enjoyed the drink, you wanted to enjoy with
impunity what you could make of tlie promise also.”

If Balgarnie liad been a reader, he might have re-

membered Waller’s verse

—

“ That eagle’s fate and mine are one,

Which on the shaft tliat made him dio

Espied a feather of his own,

AVlicrcMdth iie wont to soar so liigh.”

So Mysie gained lier plea, and the marriage witli

Anabella, for whom sl»e liad embroidered tlie marriage

gown, w'as dissolved. How matters progressed after-

wards for a lime, we know not; but the Scotch know'

tliat there is wdsdom in making the best of a bad bar-

gain, and in this case it wnis a good one
;

for, as the

I^ady of Balgrnddory, Mysic Craig did no dislionoiir to

George Balgarnie, who, moreover, found lu'.r a faithful

wife, and a good mother to the children that came of



THE TWIN BROTHERS. ISO

THE TWIN BROTIIEKS.

William Sim was the son of a feuar in the southern
part of Dumfriesshire, who, by dint of frugaliti’, had
hoarded together from three to four hundred pounds
Ihis sum he was resolved to employ in setting up his
son in business

; and, in pursuance of this resolution
at the age of fourteen William was bound as an ap-
prentice to a ivealthy old grocer in Carlisle

; and it
was his fortune in a few months to ingratiate himself
into the favour and confidence of his master. The
grocer had a daughter, who, though not remarkable
lor the beauty of her face or the elegance of her per-
son, had nevertheless an agreeable countenance, andten thousand independent charms to render it more
agreeable. She was some eighteen months older than

apprenticewith her father, and a boarder in his house, she lookedipon him as quite a boy, while she considered herselfto be a full-grown woman. He was, indeed, a mereboy--and a clownish -looking boy too. lie wore ablack leathern cap, edged and corded ivitli red whichhis mother called a hendy

;

a coarse grey Jacke awaistcoat of the same
; and his trousers were of abrownish-green cord, termed tJncJcset. Ilis shoes weref the double-soled description, which oimht moreproperly to be called brogues

; and into them on tTmevening previous to his departure, his fatl e! had
---erablo. „„.i, .h:"e like a plate of iron, or a piece of warlike work-
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maiiship, resembling the scaled cuirass of a mailed
knight in the olden time

;
“ for,” said he, the callant

will hae runnin’ about on the causeway and plainstanes
o’ Carlisle sufficient to drive a’ the shoon in the world
aff his feet.” When, therefore, William Sim made his

debut behind the counter of Mr. Carnaby, the rich

grocer of Carlisle, and as he ran on a messap:e throughO O
the streets, with his bendy cap, grey jacket, thickset

trousers, and ironed shoes, striking fire behind him as

he ran, and making a noise like a troop of cavalry, the

sprucer youngsters of the city said he was “ new caught.”

But William Sim had not been two years in Carlisle

when he began to show his shirt collar
;

his clattering

brogues gave place to silent pumps, his leathern bendy
to a fashionable hat, and his coarse grey jacket to a

coat with tails. Moreover, he began to bow and smile

to the ladies when they entered the shop
;
he also be-

came quite a connoisseur in teas and confections
;
he

recommended them to them, and he bowed and smiled

again as they left. Such was the work of less than two
years

;
and before three went round, there was not a

smarter or a better dressed youth in all Carlisle than

William Sim. He became a favourite subject of con-

versation amongst the young belles
;
and there was not

one of them who, if disengaged, would have said to

him, “ Get thee behind me.” Miss Carnaby heard the

conversation of her young companions, and she gradu-

ally became conscious that William was not a boy
;
in

fact, she began to wonder how she had ever thought

so, for he, as she said unto herself, was “ certainly a

very interesting young man''* Within other four years,

and before the period of his apprenticeship had expired,

William began to repeat poetry—some said to write it,

but that was not the fact
;
he only twisted or altered a

few words now and then, to suit the occasion
;
and
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almost every line ended with Avords of such soft sounds
as bliss, kiss—love, dove—^joy, cloy, and others equally
sweet, the delightful meanings of which are only to be
met with in the sentimental glossary. He now gave
INIiss Carnaby his arm to church

; and, on leaving it in
the afternoons, they often walked into the fields to-
gether. On such occasions,

“Talk of various kinds deceived the road
and even when they were silent, their silence had an
eloquence of its own. One day they had wandered
farther than their wont, and they stood on the little

bridge where the two kingdoms meet, about half a
mile below Gretna. I know not Avhat soft persuasion
he employed, but she accompanied him up the hill
which leadeth through the village of Springfield, and
they went towards the far-famed Green together. In
less than an hour. Miss Carnaby that was, returned to-
vaids Carlisle as Mrs. Sim, leaning afiectionately on her
husband’s arm.

When the old grocer heard of Avhat had taken place,
he was exceedingly wroth

;
and although, as has been

said, William stood high in his favour, he thus ad-
di essed him
“Ay, ay, sir! fine doings ! This comes of your

And I suppose you say that my
that she is your wife

; and she may

Sunday walking

!

daughter is yours
be 7/oM?’s but I’ll let you knoAv, sir, my mo7ieij is mine:
and 111 cut you both off. You shan’t have a sixpence.

r^her build a church, sir
; I’ll give it towards pay-

ing off the national debt, you rascal. You would stealmy daughter—eh !

”

Thus spoke INIr. Carnaby in his wrath
; but when the

effervescence of his indignation had subsided, he ex-
t^ended to both the hand of forgiveness, and resigned
his business m favour of his son-in-law.
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Mr. William Sim, tlierefore, began the world under
the most favourable circumstances. lie found a for-

tune prepared to his liands
;

lie had only to improve it.

In a few years the old grocer died
;
and he bequeathed

to them the gains of half a century. For twenty years
Mr. Sim continued in business, and lie had nearly doubled
the fortune which he obtained Avith his wife. Mrs. Sim
was a kind-hearted Avonian

;
but by nature, or through

education, she had also a considerable portion of vanity,

and she began to tliink that it Avasthe duty of her opu-
lent husband to retire from business, and assume the

character of an independent gentleinan
;
or rather, I

ought to say, of a country gentleman—a squire. She
jirofessed to be the more anxious that he should do

tliis on account of the health of her daughter—the sole

survivor of five children—and Avho Avas then enterimxw
upon Avonianhood. Maria Sim (for such Avas their

(langliter’s name) Avas a delicate and accomplished girl

of S(*ventemi. ^flie lovely hue that dAvelt upon Iuh'

cheeks, like the blush of a rainbow, Avas an emblem
of beauty, not of healtli. At the solicitations of her

mother, h(*r fatlu'r gave u]i his business, and purchased

a neat villa, and a few acres that surrounded it, in the

neighbourhood of Windermei'e. 'The house lay in tlu*

bosom of jitxMry; and tlie Avinds that shouted like a

triumphant army through the mountain glens, or in

gentle zi^pbyrs sighed upon ilie lakt', and gambolled

Avilli tbe rippk's, madt^ music around it.

d1i(* changer, the b(*aul»y, I Inul almost said the de-

liciousness ol' their ]>lac(r of abodi', had (dleelt'd a Avon-

d rolls improvenn'.nt in tin' lu\'illh of Maria
;
yet her

mother Avas not happy. She Avas not treated by her

neighbours Avlth tlur obstNpiious revt'rirnce Avhich she

bedieved to be due to jx'rsons jiossesstrd ol'tAVimty thou-

sUTuI ]M>unds. The I’ashionable ladii's in the mngldiour-
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a nobody ”

the twin brothers.

hood, also, called her a mean person

Ifew
of yesterday.” In truth, there were notew who so spoke, because they envied the wealth ofthe Sims, and \yere resolved to humble them.

SO soon occurred Asubsonption ball or assembly, patronised by S ,h1

S°“MrT “ ‘aie plac^e a.Vet
display, and also, as she said, to bring out Maria nntdown her husband’s name, her own, and their daugMert
on seeing the names of the Sim family on the sujsori
o ShoS^’l exclaimedl'

But the important evening arrived Mr<? t, j
ordered a superb dress from London exprellv fort
~Th have wornTItfiSvVg!
oonsiVd of aTook
musUn

; whu: httlen1er'taittas“^rdtd
a‘

sr” nV?-’'””’ 'f dosce/ded doiT her

rSrof r“ *he wore

the'!Joto,tLtwVfLt%Twontr^eM^^^^^
company. No one d-rv

amongst the

them. The spirit of dnmK bowed to

the assembiv
^ *’”?“ f "> ''“'’a smitten

ing of a oonirevation
»>>ispering, like the hiss-

Then, at theTeld thetom
’

rose sharp, angry, and loud. ’six*or°eSt°*wr°™**'peered as the representatives of the comnanvearnest and excited conversation with tL ^te

be borne !
”_o

eheese , fa^
I JliTJrtinTnreP^

405
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must be humbled I
”—became audible throughout the

room. One of the stewards, a Mr. Morris of Morris
House, approached Mr. Sim, and said

—

‘‘ You, sir, are Mr. Sim, I believe, late grocer and
cheesemonger in Carlisle?”

“ I suppose, sir,” replied the other, “ you know that

without me telling you
;

if you do not, you have some
right to know me.”

“ Well, sir,” continued the steward of the assembly,
“ I come to inform you that you have made a mistake.

This is not a social dance amongst tradesmen^ but an
assembly of ladies and gentlemen; therefore, sir, your
presence cannot be allowed here.”

Poor Maria became blind, the hundred different

head-dresses seemed to float around her. She clunsrO
to her father’s arm for support. Her mother was in

an agony of indignation.

“ Sir,” said Mr. Sim, I don’t know what you call

gentlemen

;

but if it be not genteel to have sold teas and
groceries, it is at least more honourable than to use

them and never pay for them. You will remember,
sir, there is a considerable sum standing against you
in my books

;
and if the money be not paid to me to-

night, you shall have less space to dance in before

morning.”

“Insolent barbarian I” exclaimed Squire Morris,

stamping his foot upon the floor.

Mrs. Sim screamed
;

Maria’s head fell upon her

father’s shoulder. A dozen gentlemen approached to

the support of the steward
;
and one of them, waving

his hand and addressing Mr. Sim, said, “Away, sir I”

The retired merchant bowed and withdrew, not in

Confusion, but with a smile of malignant triumph, lie

strove to soothe his wife—for his daughter, when re-

lieved from the presence of the disdainful eyes that
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gazed on her, bore the insult that had been offered
them meekly—and, after remaining an hour in Keswick
they returned to their villa in thelme chaise in whTch
they had arrived.

In the assembly room the dance began, and fairy
forms glided through the floor, lightlyf sUently, as a
Jailing blossom embraceth the earth. Mr. Morris was
leading down a dance, when a noise was heard at the
door. Some person insisted on being admitted, and the
door-keepers resisted him. But the intruder carried
with him a small staff, on the one end of which was a
brass crown, and on its side the letters G. R. It wasa talisman potent as the wand of a magician

; the door-
keepers became powerless before it. The intruder
entered the room—he passed through the mazes of thew^rhng dance—he approached Mr. Morris—he touched

hand—he whispe'l-erin Ms e^ar—
You are my prisoner I—come with me !

”

His lady and his daughters were present, and they
elt most bitterly the indignity which a low tradesma^had ofl^ared them. Confusion paralyzed them

; theystood stiU in the middle of the dance, and one of the
y ung ladies swooned away and fell upon the groundThe time, the place, the manner of arrest, aU bespokemalignant and premeditated insult.

^

Morris gnashed his teeth together, but without

mn throughout the night
; on the °followin° “du7,l,"f

estefe
’ ^ the mortgage on Morris hLo

uatmLS’'aSrrh”^- « human
at, after this incident, the hatred between
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Mr. Sim and Squire Morris became inveterate
;
and the

Avives of both, and the daughters of the latter, partook
in the relentless animosity. Two years passed, and
every day the mutual hatred and contempt in which
they held each other increased. At that period, a
younger son of Squire Morris, who was a lieutenant in

tlie service of the East India Company, obtained leave
to visit England and his friends. It Avas early in June;
the swallows chased each otlier in sport, twittering as

they flew over the blue bosom of Windermere
;
every

bush, every tree—yea, it seemed as if every branch
sent forth the music of singing birds, and the very air

Avas redolent Avith melody, from the bold songs of the

thrusli and the lark to the loA’^e-note of the Avood-

])igeon
;
and even the earth rejoiced in the chirp of the

grasshopper, its tiny but pleasant musician. Tlie fields

and the leaves Avere in the loveliness and freshness of

youth, luxuriating in the sunbeams, in tlie depth of

their summer green
; and the butterlly sported, and

the bee pursued its errand from lloAver to fioAver. The
mighty mountains circled the scene, and threAV their

dun shadoAV on the lake, Avhere, a liundred fathoms

deep, they seemed a bronzed and iiiA^erted Avorld. At
this lime, Maria Sim Avas sailing upon the lake in a

small boat that her fiither had purchased for her, and

Avhich Avas guided by a boy.

A sudden, but not Avliat could be called a strong,

breeze came aAvay. The boy had little strength and

less skill, and, IVom his awkwardness in vshifting the

sail, he caused tlie boat to upset. IMaria Avas immersed

in tlie lake, dhe boy clung to the boat, but terror

deprived him of ability to remler Ivor assistance. She

si niggled Avilh the Avaters, and her garments bore her

partially up Ibr a time. A boat, in Avhich Avas a young

gentleman, hud been sailing to and fro, and, at the time
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the accident occurred, was within three hundred yards
of her. On hearing her sudden cry, and the continued
screams of the boy, he drew in his sail, and, taking the
oars, at his utmost strength pulled to her assistance.
Almost at every third stroke he turned round his head
to see the progress he had made, or if he had vet
reached her. Twice he beheld her disappear beneath
the water—a third time she rose to the surface—hewas within a few yards of her. He sprang from his
boat. She was again sinking. He dived after her he

herln
succeeded in placing

them bolh totnd
°

was speedily,
g e portions of her deliverer, restored to con-

him^'orof s
‘^«P‘'‘ble of thanking

opened to meet his—he had AJa ..hu ‘i
• *1®

er beautiful features, -which Avere lovely thoun^h tl.P

«re. face, and wirle'^pct^ hTr/d ^et E“edto a sweeter or a gentler voice. He had been beneath

fervid as the clime, and where when tT.p l. • ^
upon its influence is acknowledged But hTT
lovp]v i-n 1

^ features less

the very manner
thei-e was a strong something in

into each other’s soefety whkh f brought

an interest in the fate of each other • \ ^

The individual who had stve7jSws^7tenant Morris.
-oiarias life was Lieu-
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He conveyed her first to a peasant’s cottage, and
afterwards to her father’s villa. He knew nothing of
the feeling of hatred that existed between their families;
and when Mr. Sim heard his name, though for a moment
it caused a glow to pass over his face, every other emo-
tion was speedily swallowed up in gratitude towards
the deliverer of his child

;
and when Maria was suffi-

ciently recovered to thank him, though she knew him
to be the son of her father’s enemy, it was with tears

too deep for words—tears that told what eloquence
would have failed to express. Even Mrs, Sim, for the
time, forgot lier hatred of the parents in her obligations

to the son.

Wlien, however, the young lieutenant returned to

Morris House, and made mention of the adventure in

which he had been engaged, and spoke at the same
lime, in the ardour of youthful admiration, of the
beauty and gentleness of the fair being he had rescued
from untimely death, the cheeks of his sisters became
pale, their eyel)alls distended as if with horror. The
word “wretch!” escaped from his mother’s lips, and
she seemed struggling with smothered rage. He turned
towards his father for an explanation of the change that

had so suddenly come over the behaviour of his mother
and sisters.

“ Son,” said the squire, “ I had rather thou hadst

perished than that a son of mine should have put forth

Iiis hand to assist a dog of the man whose daughter
thou hast saved !”

On being made ac(|uainted with the cause of the

detestation that existed between the two families, Lieu-

tenant Morris, in some degree, yielded to the whisper-

ings of wounded pride, and began to regret that ho

had entered the house of a man who had olfercd an

indignity to liis father that was not to be forgiven.
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But he thought also of the beauty of Maria, of the
sweetness of her smile, and of the tears of voiceless

gratitude which he had seen bedimming the lustre of
her bright eyes.

He had promised to call again at her father’s on the
day after the accident

;
and with an ardent kindliness,

Mr, Sim had welcomed him to do so. But he went forth,
he wandered by the side of the lake, he approached
within sight of the house, there was a contention of
strange feelings in his breast, and he returned without
paying his promised visit. Nevertheless, thoughts of
Maria haunted him, and her image mingled with all
his fancies. She became as a spirit in his memory that
he could not expel, and that he would not if he could.

Three weeks passed on*——it was evening—the sun
was sinking behind the mountains, and Lieutenant
Morris was wandering through a wooded vale, towards
Mr. Sim’s mansion

;
for though he entered it not, he

nightly drew towards it, as if instinctively, wandering
around it, and gazing on its windows as he did so,
marvelling as he gazed. He was absorbed in one of
those dreamy reveries in which men saunter, speak,
and muse unconsciously, when, in following the wind-
ings of a footpath which led through a thicket, he
suddenly found himself in the presence of a young
lady, who was walking slowly across the wood with a
book in her hand. Their eyes met—they startled
the book dropped by her side—it was Maria.

I must not, however, dwell longer on this part of the
subject

;
for the story of the twin brothers is yet to

begin. Let it be sufficient to say that William, or, as
have hitherto called him. Lieutenant Morris, and

Maria whom he saved, became attached to each other.
Their dispositions were similar; they seemed formed
or each other. Affection took deep root in their
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hearts
;
and to root Tip that affection in the breast of

either, was to destroy the heart itself. He made known
his attachment towards Maria to his father

; and galled
pride and hatred to those who had injured him bein.^
stronger in the breast of the old squire than the small
still voice of affection, he spurned his son from him
and ordered him to leave his house for ever.
Ihe parents of Maria, notwithstanding their first feel-

ings of gratitude towards the saviour of their daughter
were equally averse to a union between them; but
with Maria the impulse of the heart and the lover’s
passionate prayer prevailed over her parents’ frowns.
They were wed, they became all to each other, and
were disowned by those who gave them birth.M hen Lieutenant IMorris left India, he obtained per-
mission to remain in England for three years

; and it
was about twelve months after his arrival that the
marriage between him and Maria took place. He had
still two years to spend in his native land, and he hired
a secluded and neat cottage on the banks of the Annan
for that period, for the residence of himself and his
young and beautiful wife.

Twelve months after their marriage, Maria became
the mother of twins—the twin brothers of our tale.
But tliree months had not passed, nor had her infants
laised their first smile towards their mother’s face,
when the sterile hand of death touched the bosom that
supplied them with life. The young husband wept by
the bed of death, with the hand of her he loved in his.

AVilliain ! said the gentle IMaria—and they were
her dying woids, for she spoke not again— “ my eyes
will not behold another sun ! I must leave you, love !

Oh my husband ! I niTist leave our poor, our helpless
infants ! It is hard to die thus I But when I am gone,
dearest—when my babes have no mother—oh, go to
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my mother, and tell her—tell her, William—that it was
the dying request of her Maria, that she would be as a
mother to them. Farewell, love !—farewell! If”
Emotion and the stragglings of death overpowered

er- her speech failed—her eyes became fixed her
soul passed away, and the husband sat in stupefaction
and m agony, holding the hand of his dead wife to his
breast. He became conscious that she stirred not—
that she breathed not—oh I that she was not ! and

distracted widower rang suddenly andwildly through the cottage, startling his infants^from
eir slumber, and, as some who stood round the bed

said, causing even the features of the dead to move asplough the departed spirit had lingered, casting a fare-
® a“d passed over it againas the voice it had loved to hear rose loud in agony.

of Maria came and attended her body toIts ast, long resting-place. But he did no more • andhe left the churchyard without acknowledging that heperceived his grief-stricken son-in-law.
^ ®

n a few months it was necessary for LieutenantMoms to return to India, and he could not take himotherless and tender infants thither. He wrote tothe parents of his departed Maria
; he told them of heras request, breathed by her last words

; he implored

to protect his children.
absence

But the hatred between Mr Rtrv> o •

had in no denree abated Tb f

whU?®-V“ ‘V ai'd IveT
“ Taketr Vm" '''f' P"” Maria, fire said-’

our poor, .bough,less, disobedien. M„ia. Mr. SiL as
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well as you did, but I will not submit to tbe Morrises.
They have nothing to give the children

; we have.
But they have the same, they have a greater right to
provide for them than we have. They shall take one
of them, or none of them come into this house.” And
again she broke into lamentations over the memory of
Maria, and, in the midst of her mourning, exclaimed
But the child that we take shall never be called

Morris.”

Mr. Sim wrote an answer to his son-in-law, as cold
and formal as if it had been a note added to an invoice

,

colder indeed, for it had no equivalent to the poor,
hackneyed phrase in all such, of “ esteemedfavours^ In
it he stated that he would “ bring up” one of the chil-
dren, provided that Squire Morris would undertake the
charge of the other. The unhappy father clasped his
hands together on perusing the letter, and exclaimed

—

Must my poor babes be parted ?—shall they be
brought up to hate each other ? Oh Maria I would
that I had died with you, and our children also !”

lo take them to India with him, where a war was
threatened, was impossible, and his heart revolted from
the thought of leaving them in this country with
strangers. At times he was seen, with an infant son
on each arm, sitting over the stone upon the grave of
tlieir mother which he had reared to her memory, kiss-

ing tlieir checks and weeping over them, while they
smiled in his face unconsciously, and offered to him,
in those smiles, affection’s first innocent tribute. On
such occasions their nurse stood gazing on the scene,

wondering at her master’s grief.

Morris, of Morris House, reluctantly consented to

take one of his grandchildren under his care; but at the

same time he refused to see his son previous to his

departure.
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father wept over his twin sons, andinvoking a blessing on them, saw their little arms sun-dered, and each conveyed to the houses of those whohad undertaken to be their protectors, while he aininproceeded towards India. The names of the twin
"

Te'Lre'TMr M committed to

sLmtras if ^h'
° Yet it

instead ^ ^ '’'^''ses of a family union,

Mstod'thafth
fcclween them. Not I month

Ss™r?-f-- =
Morris, one of the infam sons rfptor SlrhX^'r
that he should be broue-ht !c

^ injunction

the^^:oS-'‘oitist“i^ri i:rr^
they now lavished upon him. They calledtheir own name thev cnnW <• v ^ nnned him by
Aeir sole heir, and they inquired noT afL

^

That brother became included in the hatred
^^^1

•

Sim at least, bore to his father’s famdv /np, his father’s name was not mentioned in V
'

He was taught to call his grandfather »

his grandmother—mother • ntd °:f*"f^-7
father, and

called instiUed into his earliest thoughts an\S^*^^^of the inmates of Morris House, ft times Ms gr^n^
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father whispered to her on such occasions, Do not
do the like of that, dear

; we know not how it niay end.’’
But she regarded not his admonitions, and she strove
that her grandchild should hold the very name of
Morris in hatred.

The peasants to whose keeping George was confided,
occupied, as has been stated, a small farm under his
grandfather, which lay on the banks of the Dart, a few
miles from Totnes. Their name was 'Prescot: they
were cold-hearted and ignorant people

;
they had no

children of their own, nor affection for those of others
^

neither had they received instructions to show any to
him whom they were to adopt as a son

;
and if they

had been arraigned for not doing so, they were of a
character to have said with Shylock—“ It is not in the
bond. AVhen he grew up, there was then no school in
that part of Devonshire to which tliey could have sent
him, had they been inclined

;
but they were not in-

clined
;
thougli, if they had had the power to educate

him, they could have referred again to their bond, and
said that no injunction to educate him was mentioned
there. His first ideas were a consciousness of cruelty
and oppression. At seven years of age he was sent to
herd a few sheep upon Dartmoor

;
before he was nine,

he was placed as a parish apprentice to the owner of a
tin mine, and buried from the light of heaven.

Often and anxiously Lieutenant Morris wrote from
India, inquiring after his sons. He sent presents—love-
gifts to each

;
but his letters were unheeded, his pre-

sents disregarded. His children grew up in ignorance
of liis existence, or of the existence of each other.

It was about eighteen years after the death ofMaria,
and what is called an annual Revel was held at Ash-
burton. Prizes were to be awarded to the best wrest-
lers, and hundreds Avere assembled from all parts of
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Devonshire to witness the sports of the day. Two
companies of soldiers were stationed in the town at the
time, and the officers, at the suggestion of a younff
ensign called Charles Sim, agreed to subscribe a purse
of ten guineas towards the encouragement of the games.

16 j oung ensign was from Cumberland, where the
science of Avrestling is still a passion

; and he, as the
reader will have anticipated from the name he bore
was none other than one of the twin brothers. The
games were skilfully and keenly contested

; and a
stripling from the neighbourhood of Totnes, amidst the
shouts of the multitude, was declared the victor The
last he had overcome was a gigantic soldier, a native ofumberland. When the young ensign beheld hischampion overcome, his blood rose for the honour of
IS native county, and he regretted that he had not sus-tainea it in his own person.

Pyse subscribed by the officers w\as still to be

nng compete for it. On his^design being p^i-' dothers who wished to have contended for it drew back’and he stood m the ring alone, no one daring to comeforward to compete with him. The umpii^ of I togames was proclaiming that, if no one stood ooainst

t
’ a t *’* to him " lio hadalready been pronounced the victor of the day, whenEnsign S.m, who, with his brother officers, Imd wit-nes^srf the sports from the windows of an adjacent inn,

expel to t!lUrin'’u“ forif‘'’n

fanffi”
^ old Cumber-

Bravo, Sim!” cried his brother officers anH fhmaccompanied him towards the ring.
^ ^
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The people again shouted when they perceived that
there was to be another game, and the more so when
they discovered that the stranger competitor w^as a
gentleman. The ensign, having cast off his regimentals,
and equipped himself in the strait canvas jacket worn
by wrestlers, entered the ring. But now arose a new
subject of wonderment, which in a moment was per-
ceived by the whole multitude

;
and the loud huzzas

that had welcomed his approach were hushed in a con-
fused murmur of astonishment.

“Zwingel” exclaimed a hundred voices, as they
approached each other

;
‘‘ they be loik one anoother

as two beans !*’

“ Whoy, which be which ?” inquired others.

The likeness between the two wrestlers was indeed
remarkable

;
their age, their stature, the colour of their

hair, their features, were alike. Spectators could not

trace a difference between the one and the other. The
ensign had a small and peculiar mark below his chin

;

he perceived that his antagonist had the same. They
approached each other, extending their arms for the

contest. They stood still, they gazed upon each other
;

as they gazed they started
;
their arms dropped by their

sides
;
they stood anxiously scrutinizing the countenance

of each other, in which each saw Iximself as in a glass.

Astonishment deprived them of strength
;
they forgot

the purpose for which they met
;
they stretched forth

their hands, they grasped them together, and stood

eagerly looking into each other’s eyes.

“ Friend,” said the ensign, “ this is indeed singular

;

our extraordinary resemblance to each other fills me
with amazement. What is your name ? from whence

do you come ?
”

Whoy, master,” rejoined the other, ^‘thou ait so

woundy like myself, that had I met thee anywhere but



THE TWIN BROTHERS. 207

in the middle o’ these folk, I should have been afeared
that I was agoing to die, and had zeen mysel’. Mv
name is George Prescot, at your sarvice. I coom from
three miles down the river there : and what may thev
call thee?’’ ^

“ My name,” replied the soldier, “ is Charles Sim. Iam an orphan
; my parents I never saw. And tell me

for this strange resemblance between us almost over-
powers me—do yours live?”

“ Whoy,” was the reply, « old Tom Prescot and his
wolf be ahve

;
and they zay as how they be my vather

and moother, and I zuppose they be
;
but zoom cast up

to them that they bean’t.”
^

Is o wrestling match took place between them
; but

hand in hand they walked round the ring together
while the spectators gazed upon them in silent wonder

Ihe ensign presented the youth, who might have
been styled his fac-simUe, with the purse subscribed by
his brother officers and himself

; and in so doing he
offered to double its contents. But the youth, with a
spirit above his condition, peremptorily refused the
Offer, and said

—

‘‘No, master—thank you the zame—I will take
nothing but what I have won.”

^

Charles was anxious to visit “old Tom Prescot and
wi e, o w om the stranger had spoken : but thecompany to which he belonged was to march forward

^ follo^^•ing day, and there to embark.

thought.

ariH tl,

** likeness between youand the conqueror of the ring was certainly a viypretty commdence, and your meeting each other quite

t

iieads than your own—doi^iCX^TniUC too cIo.^pTtt infr\ vTi-ki-i-.. »_ <• 1 .
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Three years passed, and Charles, now promoted to

the rank of a lieutenant, accompanied the Duke ofYork
in his more memorable than brilliant campaign in Hol-
land. A soldier was accused of having been found
sleeping on guard

;
he was tried, found guilty, and

condemned to be shot. A corporal’s guard was accom-
panying the doomed soldier from the place where sen-

tence had been pronounced against him to the prison-

house, from whence he was to be brought forth for

execution on the following day. Lieutenant Sim passed

near them. A voice exclaimed

—

“ Master ! master !—save me ! save me !”

It was the voice of the condemned soldier. The
lieutenant turned round, and in the captive who called

to him for assistance he recognised the Devonshire
wrestler—the strange portrait of himself. And even
now, if it were possible, the resemblance between them
was more striking than before

;
for, in the stranger, the

awkwardness of the peasant had given place to the

smartness of the soldier. Charles had felt an interest

in him from the first moment he beheld him
;
he had

wished to meet him again, and had resolved to seek for

him should he return to England
;
and now the interest

that he had before felt for him was increased tenfold.

I’he offence and the fate of the doomed one were soon

told. The lieutenant pledged himself that he would
leave no effort untried to save him

;
and he redeemed

his pledge. He discovered, he obtained proof that the

condemned prisoner, George Prescot, had been em-
ployed on severe and dangerous duties, against which

it was impossible for nature longer to stand up, but in

all of Avhich he had conducted himself as a good, a

brave, and a faithful soldier
;
and, more, that it could

not be proved that he was actually found asleep at his

post, but that he was stupified through excess of fatigue.
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He hastened to lay the evidence he had obtained re-
specting the conduct and innocence of the prisoner
before his Royal Highness, who, whatever were his
faults, was at least the soldier’s friend. The Duke
glanced over the documents which the lieutenant laid
before him

; he listened to the evidence of the com-
rades of the prisoner. He took a pen

; he wrote a few
lines

;
he placed them in the hands of Lieutenant Simhey contained the free pardon of Private Prescot.

Charles rushed with the pardon in his hand to the
Prisoner; he exclaimed

—

“Take this—you are pardoned—you are free !

”

hiin •

embraced his knees to thankimn
, but the lieutenant said

“ No ! kneel not to me—consider me as a brother. I

am But the strange resemblance between us seemse more tian a strange coincidence. You have

t mine. Nature has written a mystery on ourwhich we need to have e.xplained When this ca^
forihe pS^btf

^ concerning it. FareweU
mu

we must meet again.”

weretoo“ rX°f ^lettered soldier

taodofhisdelh.erLTnd'™e;..‘°

ThtlosTotfhVS

SLty «'* dead!

hind thea. wL ?
“

’ “ "‘ey fell he-

place, Lieutenant Sim soLK''e
aoldier who might be termed ^

*e

p oungmm was, that, three days before, George Pres-

406
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cot had been seen fighting bravely, but that he fell

covered with wounds, and in their retreat was left upon
the field.

Tears gushed into the eyes of the lieutenant when
he heard the tidings. His singular meeting with the
stranger in Devonshire

;
their mysterious resemblance

to each other
;
his meeting him again in Holland under

circumstances yet more singular
;
his saving his life

;

and the dubious knowledge which each had respecting

their birth and parentage,—all had sunk deep into his

heart, and thoughts of these things chased sleep from
his pillow.

It was but a short time after this that the regiment
of Lieutenant Sim was ordered to India, and he accom-
panied it

;
and it was only a few months after his

arrival, when the Governor-General gave an entertain-

ment at his palace, at which all the military officers

around were present. At table, opposite to Lieutenant
Sim, sat a man of middle age

;
and, throughout the

evening, his eyes remained fixed upon him, and occa-

sionally seemed filled with tears. He was a colonel in

the Company’s service, and a man who, by the force of

merit, had accjuired wealth and reputation.

I crave your pardon, sir,” said he, addressing the

lieutenant
;

“ but if I be not too bold, a few words
with )^ou in private w^ould confer a favour upon me,

and if my conjectures be right, will give us both cause

to rejoice.”

“ You ma}^ command me, sir,” said the youth.

The colonel rose from the table and left the room,

and the lieutenant rose also and accompanied him.

They entered an adjoining apartment. The elder

soldier gazed anxiously on the face of the younger,

and again addressing him, said

—

‘‘ Sir, do not attribute this strange behaviour upon
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part to rudeness. It has been prompted by feel-

tenderly, inter^esting
to me. It may be accident, but your features bringmemories before my eyes that have become a part of

I have observed that there is the mark of a rosi-budeneat i your chin. I remember twins on whom that

rl::: » countenance
S graven upon my heart, the lineaments of whichwere as yours are. Forgive me then, sir, in thusabruptly requesting your name.”

looks of
surprised at the anxiety andlooks of the stmnger, and he answered—My name is Charles Sim.”

“Yes! yes I” replied the colonel, gaspin<r as ho

K,,f * o- \
^ ^

• ^our name is Charles

sainted name_y„u :

Ton comeyom Cumberland f*

‘‘ uf astonishment

accents that broke from the colonel as hethe neck of the other.
’ ^

“My father!” exclaimed Charles « t
a father ?” Anri tho i.

’ uave I then found

Ma„; ,ues“
amonpt othera. the father inquired-

he live
my little George ? Does

and Jo strilMrdid
while you were infantsf™wrn”ctJrylof ,“1’“
ribbon round his arm -m/i

Pessary to tie a blue

*<. totingui* you froi each ofer"

trembW ‘ *<>ci
! Ws hand.
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“Then I had a brother?” he cried.
“ You had,” replied his father

;
“ but wherefore do

you say you had a brother ? Is it possible that you do
not know him ? He has been brought up with my
father—Mr. Morris of Morris House.”

“ No, he has not,” replied Charles
;
“ the man you

speak of, and whom you say is my grandfather, has
brought up no one—none of my age. I have hated
him from childhood, for he has hated me

;
and but that

you have told me he is my grandfather, I would hate
him still. But he has brought up no one that could
be a brother of mine.”

“Then my child has died in infancy,” rejoined the
colonel.

“ No, no,” added Charles
;
“ I knew not that I had

a brother—not even that I had a father
;
but you say

my brother resembled me
;
that I from my birth had

the mark beneath my chin which I have now, and that

he had the same : then I know him
;

I have seen my
brother 1”

“ MTiere, where? when, when?” breathlessly in-

quired the anxious parent. “ Speak, my son !—oh
speak !”

“ Shortly after I had joined my regiment,” continued

Charles, “ I was present in Devonshire, at what is

called a revel. Our mess gave a purse towards the

games. We put forward a Cumberland man belong-

ing to the regiment, in the full confidence that he
Avould be the victor of the day

;
but a j^outh, a mere

youth, threw not only our champion, but all who
dared to oppose him. I was stung for the honour of

Cumberland
;

I was loath to see the hero carry his

laurels so easily from the field. I accoutred myself in

the wrestler’s garb
;

I entered the ring. The shouting

of the multitude ceased instantaneously. I gazed upon
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my antagonist, he gazed upon me. Our hands fell

;

we both shook
; we were the image of each other.’

Ihree years afterwards I was in Holland. A soldier
was unjustly condemned to die

; I saved him
; I ob-

tained his pardon. He was my strange counterpartwhom I met in Devonshire. He had the mark of the
rose-bud beneath his chin that I have, and which you
say my brother has.”

^

colo^r*^
where is he now ? ” eagerly inquired the

^°swered Charles
;
« nor do Ithink he lives. Three days after I had rescued him

unmerited death, I learned that he had fallen

orwith the^d^or with the dead, I cannot tell.”

“ Surely it was thy brother,” said the colonel; “yetw he should be m Devonshire, or a soldier in 5ieanks puzzles me to think. No, no, Charles, it cannotbe. It IS a coincidence, heightened by imacrination

I enerLedTlfis HrCat

r„se”‘h;aMed.‘°

knlw -^"r ;
“ but I nevernew in it one who could be my brother nor one nfmy age

; neither did I know Mr, Morris tn K
grandfather; nor yet have I hpnrri r r.* r.

^
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tween your grandsires. But, Charles, we must return
to England

,
"we must do so instantly. I have now

fortune enough for you and for your brother also, if

he yet live, and if we can find him. But we must in-
quire after and go in quest of him.”

ithin three months Charles JMorris, or Lieutenant
Sim as he has hitherto been called, and his father re-
turned to England together. But instead of following
them, I shall return to George Prescot, the prize-
wrestler and the condemned and pardoned soldier. It
has been mentioned that he ’was wounded and left upon
the field by a retreating army. I have to add that he
was made prisoner, and when his wounds were healed,
he was, though not perceptibly, disabled for active
service. Amongst his brethren in captivity was a
Captain Paling, who, when an exchange of prisoners
took place, hastened to join his regiment, and gave
George, who was deemed unfit for service, a letter to
his mother and sisters who resided in Dartmouth. The
letter was all that the captain could give him, for he
was penniless as George was himself.

George Prescot feeling himself once more at liberty,
took his passage from Potterdam in a sloop bound for
Dartmouth, and with only the letter of Captain Paling
in his pocket to pay for his conveyance. He perceived
that the skipper frequently cast suspicious glances
towards him, as though he were about to ask, “ Where
is your money, sir?” But George saw this, and he
bore it down with a high hand. He knew that the
certain- way of being treated with the contempt and
neglect which poverty always introduces in its train,

was to plead being poor. He was by no means learned,
but he understood something of human nature, and he
knew a good deal of the ways of men—of the shallow-
ness of society, and the depths of civility. He there-
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fore carried his head high. He called for the best that
t ie ship could afford, and he fared as the skipper did
though he partook but sparingly.
But the vessel arrived in Dartmouth harbour • it

entered the mouth of the romantic river, on the one
side of vduch was the fort, still bearing the name ofCromwell and on the other Kingsbridge, which Peter
Pindar hath celebrated

; while on both sides, as preci-
pitous banks, rose towering hills, their summits coveredby a stunted furze, and the blooming orchard meeting
It midway. *

unpleasant sensations visited the dis-

the tnwn mu u . .

^ ^ ^ "P towards

Sion upon him, for he had seen it a thousandTimes •

and It was perhaps as well that it did not
; for to look

It fiom the river, or from a distant height—like along hne of houses hung on the breast of rLT
midst “I" “ “ 'h®

wheelbarrows could pass, produce* only disappointmenb and that, too, of the bitterest kind. TtTe
°

thei'r be*?/'/'
conceded so much of

17 . n
"f Captain Pali„r fro^pocket, he placed it in the hnn,lo r.f

® "

the packet, saying, » Send your boy ashoTTvitlTt?’' T

that the letter is fiTTher^T cTt
I shall wait here until T .

’ P*"*" Pcimg. end that

cccding Ctt ri?«!»
^ P-
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T1i6 sl<ipp6r stated tliat he knew Mrs. Paling well,
who was a most respectable lady, and that he remem-
bered also her son, who was an officer in the army, and
who for some time had been a prisoner of war.

The boy went on shore with the letter, and within
a quarter of an hour returned, having with him a
young gentleman, accompanied by a couple of pointer
dogs. The stranger was the brother of Captain Paling,
lie inquired for George Prescot, and on seeing him,
invited liim to his mother’s house. Tlie skipper, on
seeing his passenger in such respectable company, let
fall no hint that the passage-money was not paid

;
and

the soldier and the brother of Captain Paling went on
shore together.

In liis letter the captain dwelt on many kindnesses
wliich he had received from its bearer, and of the
bravery which he had seen liim evince on tlie field

;

informing them also that his pockets would be but ill

provided with cash, and regretting his own inability to
replenish them.

The kindness of Mrs. Paling and her family towards
him knew no limits. She asked him a hundred ques-
tions respecting her son, her daughters concerning
their brother

;
and they imagined wants for him, that

they might show him a kindness. Now, however,
twelve miles was all that lay between him and his

liome. ^I'lmy entreated liim to remain until next day

;

but lie refused, for

“ He it over so lunnhle, there’s no place like home.”

It is true, he could hardly give the name of home to

the h<)US(* of those whom he called liis parents, for it

had evei* IxuMi to him tlie habitation of ojipressors
;
yet

it was his home, as the mountain covered with eternal

snow is the home of the Greenlander, and he knew no
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other. The usual road to it was by crossing the Dart at

PalinT
^ yards above the house of Mrs

brotheV o? C
'

tah pT“ “-“s'''-” ‘he

from .he veesel'^^o hb it"tut^.TlTfcpany you to the ferry.”
’ accom-

toX; bX ®“'SO, oon-

I ehau not forget your kiX“s.”°''

•he luttZ ZtZ!: ,vt
halfpenny he had nof Jn J

•
^ hal/penny, that

to conceal his poverty.
P®®®®ssion

; and he wished

scethetm™ to blfnd fX '•'’"J'

named Carote read he'mtXlT ,f
fusion, and of his refusit tX '

'f

“

accompany him to the shore • and’ ,vtwhich spoke to the lif-an t i’-
^ delicacy

^ere addressed'she^ ^ 'vord;

“ Mr. Prescot, you have only now arrivorl rContinent, and it is most likelv^that vn i

^

0 lange m your pocket. The ^ferrvinenable people to deal with. If ,r

^ ’^*^*’®‘'‘son-

they will row away and thank n
crown,

•he^foreV had Sr ta eTp“ “‘-.t
•

him. P her fingers towards

in hirpockSV'Sieve n°“ hand
accepted thehalfpennvfrom ir'i!

®°Ppers
;
” and he

and while he did so he couM
°f’ Caroline Paling

;

rose to his eyes
’ conceal the tears that
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But, trifling as the amount of her offer was, it must
be understood that the person to whom it was tendered

was one who would not have accepted more—who was
ashamed of his poverty, and strove to conceal it

;
and

there was a soul, tliere was a delicacy, in her manner
of tendering it which I can speak of, but not describe.

It saved liiin also from having to wander weary and

solitary miles at midnight.

No sooner had the disabled soldier crossed the

river, and entered the narrow lanes overshadowed

by dark hedges of hazel, than he burst into tears,

and his first words were, “ Caroline, I will remember
thee !

”

It was near midnight when he approached the house

which he called his home. The inmates were asleep.

He tapped at the window, the panes of which were

framed in lead after the form of diamonds,
“ Who be there?” cried an angry voice.

Your son I your son 1
” he replied. “ George I

”

Zou I
” repeated the voice

;
“ we have no zon. If

it be thee, go to Coomberland, lad. We have noughts

to do with thee. Thy old grandfather, Zcpiire Morris,

be now dead, and he ha’n’t })aid us so well for what we

liave done as to have oughts to zay to thee again
;
zo

good night, lad.”

“Father! mother!” cried George, striking more

passionately on the window, “ what do you mean?”
“Whoy, han’t I told thee?” answered the voice

that had spoken to him be lore. “ Thou art no zou of

ours, ^fhou inoost go to Coomberland, man, to Zquire

Morris—to his zeki*tors,''*^ 1 mean, for he is dead. Ihey

may tell thee who thou art

;

I can’t. We ha’n’t been

paid for wluit wo have done for thee already. How-

ever, thou may’st coom in for t’night
;

” and as the old

* Kxocutors.
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a7d”o;L?;l'dir'
*“

“rllrr' rf' agitation,

call thee father; and if thou art not, tell me who I

“ Go^to“r
^

a
^ ” "‘“Severed the old man.

“ To
’" ^ noughts about thee.”

tho.
^
” exclaimed George

; and he

whotelonn-eJrrf
the picture^’ of his ’Lr'"” ‘Vhv sho^’ld
berland ?

”
'Vhy should I go to Cum-

.n-d shouldst no”»a.d the old n.an
t

“ but thou ,v.as tent me thfrl

and forgot to pay for thee Tnd ifT ^ a""'
to-night, thou won’t forget to be a ino

* ' ° ^
baggage, in the morning.”

a-moving, bog and

inhoIISbirrrrthMe" whim l‘° fT
of a™ aixVta ^ rsferr*! “^.rof his history. ^^new

Morris, and his son”cimrlL Colonel

wartIkrs'HluS’®t1 ih«r'’ ’“•'”'3 to-

lejirned that his father w T
^ disowned son

and hit tit.ere Ltw rochet'hillr* ““r'had become of him Rnt t.- i • i .
“ ""hat

that he was now rich and thp
ascertained

kindnett towardt Mm.’
^ “''b- nn-

Son, said his mother T Imn .i •iner, i know nothing of thy
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child. Thy father was a strange man—he told little to

me. If any one can tell thee aught concerning thy

boy, it will be John Bell, the old coachman
;
but he

has not been in the family for six years, and wdiere he

now is I cannot tell, though I believe he is still some-

Avhere in the neighbourhood.”

With sad and anxious hearts the colonel and his son

next visited the house of Mr. Sim—the dwelling-place

in which the infancy, the childhood, and what may be

called the youth, of the latter had been passed.

Tears gathered in the eyes of Charles as he ap-

proached the door. He knew that his grandsire and

his grandmother had acted wrongly towards him, in

never speaking to him of his father, or making known
to him that such a person lived

;
but when he again

saw the house which had been the scene of a thousand

liappy days, round which he had chased the gaudy

butterfly and the busy bee, or sought the nest of the

challinch, the yellowhammer, and the hedge-sparrow,

the feelings of boyhood rose too strong in his soul for

resentment
;
and on meeting Mr. Sim (his grandfather)

as they approached the door of the house, Charles ran

towards liiin, and, stretching out his hand, cried,

Father I”

Tlic old man recognised him, and exclaimed, “Charles!

Charles 1—child of my Maria !” and wept.

At the mention of her name, the colonel wept also.

“What gentleman is this with thee, Charles?” in-

quired Mr. Sim.
“ It is mij fiUhcr /” was the reply.

Mr. Sim, who was now a grey-haired man, reeled

back a few j)aces—he raised his luiiids—he exclaimed,

“ Can 1 be forgiven ?”

“Forgiven!—ay, doubly forgiven!” answered Colo-

nel Morris, “ us the father of lost, loved Maria, and as
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having been more than a father to my boy, who is now
by my side. But know you nothing of my other son ?My Maria bore twins.”

_

“Nothing! nothing!” replied Mr. Sim
; “that ques-

tion has cost me many an anxious thought. It has
troubled also the conscience of my wife

; for it was her
fault that he also was not committed to my charffe •

and I would have inquired after your child long a»o’
but that there was no good-will between your father
and me

; and I was a plain, retired citizen—he a maais-
trate, and a justice of the peace for the count\% who
could do no wrong.”

The colonel groaned.
They proceeded towards the villa together. Mrs Simmet her grandson with a flood of tears, and, in her joy

at meeting him, she forgot her dislike to his father andner hatred to that father’s family.
The colonel endeavoured to obtain information from

his father-in-law respecting his other son
; and he toldhim all that his mother had said, of what she had spoken

regar mg the coachman, and also of what Charles had

himselT’
strongly resembled

“ Colonel,” said Mr. Sim, “ I know the John Bell

an^holm. To-morrow we shall go to his house, andmake inquiry concerning all that he knows.”
father,” said the colonel. And on thefollowing day they took a chaise and set out to<.etherthe grandfather, the father, and the son.

*0 pass the church-

colonel desired the driver to stop^
* ’

00 S- -
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They entered the churchyard
;
the colonel led them

to the humble grave-stone that he had raised to the
memory of his Maria. He sat down upon it, he
pressed his lips to it and wept.

“ Charles,” said he, ‘‘ look on your mother’s grave.
Here, on this stone, day after day, I was wont to sit

with you and your brother upon my knee, fondling
you, breathing your mother’s name in your ears

;
and

though neither of you knew what I said, you smiled as

I wept and spoke. Oh Charles 1 though you then
filled my whole heart (and you do now), I could only
distinguish you from each other by the ribbons on your
arms. Would to Heaven that I may discover my
child ! and, whatever be his condition, I shall forgive

my father for the injustice he has done me and mine

—

I shall be happy. And, oh ! should we indeed find

your brother—should he prove to be the youth whom
you have twice met—I shall say that Heaven has re-

membered me when I forgot myself ! But come
hither, Charles—come, kneel upon your mother’s grave
—kiss the sod where she lies, and angels will write it

in their books, and show it to your mother, Avhere she
is happy. Come, my boy.”

Charles knelt on his mother’s grave. He had arisen,

and they were about to depart
;
for his grandfather had

accompanied them, and was a silent but tearful spectator

of the scene.

They were leaving the church)'^ard, joined in the

arms of each other, when two strangers entered it. Tlie

one was John Bell, the other George Prescot.

Colonel I Colonel ! there is John Bell that you
spoke of,” exclaimed Mr. Sira.

Father! father!” at the same instant cried his son,

he is here—it is him !—my brother—or he whom
T have told you of, who so strangely resembles me !

”
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Charles rushed forward—it was George Prescot—and he took the proffered hand of the other, and said

to^S
^ again—it seems I belongmbeiland as well as thou dost; and this trentlp

my mother’s gravT
’ ">

e
i’ Sftt'-e f ” cried the colonel

that patrf
“ »f “11

“ Even where the wife of vour vnnfR Jo i.,, • j
honour,” answered John Bell; “you have whl’/^'^^one son—behold his twin brother I

”

gra-i^e, and they wept together
®

Our tale is told." Colonel Morris and his . t .met. m elder brothers died, anJhe bec^ eTe
'

his will, he shoSd divide his s„b -?
‘ “

’'“I"*
the brothers

; and he did 0. I hZW an H

assisted him wCithe«‘’rs'7:i,*’“‘7.'

month
t but when h: re.Zed froZ" r “'r

her to his father and hi
what a halfpenny, delicately tendered, may’proite!’
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THE STORY OF THE GIRL FORGER.

Tt is a common thing for writers of a certain class,

when they want to produce the feeling of wonder in

their readers, to introduce some frantic action, and
then to account for it by letting out the secret that the

actor was mad. The trick is not so necessary as it

seems, for the strength of human passions is a poten-

tiality only limited by experience
;
and so it is that

a sane person may under certain stimulants do the

maddest thing in the world. The passion itself is

always true—it is only the motive that may be false

;

and therefore it is that in narrating for your amuse-

ment, perhaps I may add instruction, the following

singular story—traces of the main parts of which I

got in the old books of a former procurator- fiscal—

I

assume that there was no more insanity in the principal

actor, Euphemia, or, as she was called, Eflie Carr, when
she brought lierself within the arms of the law, than

there is in you, wlien now you are reading the story of

her strange life. Slio was the only daugliter of John

Carr, a grain merchant, who lived in llristo Street. It

would be easy to ascribe to her all tlie ordinary and

extraordinary charms that are thought so necessary to

eml)ellisl» heroines; but as we arc not told what these

wero in her case, we must be contented with the assur-

ance that nature had been kind enough to her to give

her power over tlie hearts of men, We shall be nearer

our purpose when we state, what is necessary to explain

a peculiar part of our story, that her father, in conse-
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qnmce of his oirn insufficient education, had got her
trained to heJp him in keeping his accounts with the
fanner^ and in writing up his books

; nay, she enjoyed
I e prirtlege of writing his draAs upon the Bank of
Scotlmni, which the father contrived ^Tsign, though .nhu own illiterate way, and with a peculiarity which it
Would not have been easy to imitate.

But our gentle clerk did not consider these duties
“P®“ **«* father as excluding her either

from gratifying her love of domestic habits, by assistinc
her mother in what at that time was denominated
bussyskep or housekeeping, or from a certain other
gratificauon, which might without a hint from us bemiuapated-^o other than the luxury of falling headand cart, and heart too we fancy, in love with a certain

tog young student of the name of Robert Stor-
tl.„ .,„„di»g U.e Uni,om.y. mor« for the «.ko

II
•“ ‘““O’* »» Pfo-Iraioii. llo. EIE« got raunglid ,i,|, ,|,i,

with the Scotch proverb-®’
^ contented

Tdl me where the flea may hite
And 1 will tell where lore may light”

TUpr^y U, tiu, f„„ diaVrenoe of tW,
ah-ii K. r

* '***"“* nature of our gentle clerk, we

lor
Cupid. And .h« ^'i^

to
’”*** .(u-nrard. harerwl occaooDto kno,, he ttottd Effia, not aa lb«,

407
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wild students ^Yllo are great men’s sons do “the light
o’ loves” they meet in their escapades, for he entrusted
his secrets to her, he took such small counsel from her
poor head as a “ learned clerk” might be supposed able
to give

5
nay, he told her of his mother, and how one

day he hoped to be able to introduce her at Kelton as
his wife. ^11 which Effie repaid with the devotedness
of that most wonderful affection called the first or virgin
love—the purest, the deepest, the most thorough-going
of all the emotions of the human heart. But as yet he
had not conceded to her wish that he should consent
to their love being made known to Effie’s father and
mother. Love is only a lei’^eller to itself and its object

:

the high-born youth, inured to refined manners, shrank
from a family intercourse, which put him too much in
mind of the revolt he had made against the presumed
wishes and intentions of his proud parents. Wherein,
after all, he was only true to the instincts of that insti-

tution, apparently so inhumane as well as unchristian
in its exclusiveness, called aristocracy, and yet with
the excuse that its roots are pretty deeply set in human
nature.

But, proud as he was, Bob Stormonth, the younger of
Kelton, was amenable to the obligations of a necessity,

forged by his own imprudent hands. He had, by a
fast mode of living, got into debt—a condition from
which his father, a stern man, had relieved him twice
before, but with a threat on the last occasion, that if

he persevered in his prodigality, he would withdraw
from him his yerxrly allowance, and throw him upon
his own resources. The tlireat proved ineffectual, and
this young heir of entail, with all his pride, was once
in tlie grasp of low-born creditors

;
nay, tilings in this

evil direction had gone so far that writs were out
against him, and one in the form of a caption was al-
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ready in the hands of a messenger-at-arms. That the
debts were comparatively small in amount, was no
amelioration where the purse was all but empty

; and
he had exhausted the limited exchequers of his chums
which with college youths was, and is, not difficult to
do. So the gay Bob was driven to his last shift, and
that, as is generally the case, was a mean one

; for
necessity, as the mother of inventions, does not think
It proper to limit her births to genteel or noble devices
to please her proud consort. He even had recourse to
poor Effie to help him

;
and, however ridiculous thismay seem, there Avere reasons that made the applica-

tion appear not so desperate as some of his other
scheines. It was only the caption that as yet quick-
ened his fears

; and as the sum for which the writ was
issued Avas only twenty pounds, it was not, after all, somuch beyond the poAver of a clerk.

It Avas during one of their ordinary walks in theMeadows that the pressing necessity Avas opened by

fhaTbutI
-I He told h«

f
*

’
To

^ required in the mean-

elusion of an?
"^^re, and probably to the ex-clusion of all reconciliation

; and he himself compelled
flee, but whither he kneAV not. He had his clanprepared, and proposed to Effie, who had no means of

cash-box-words very properly chosen according tothe euphemistic policy of the devil
; but Effie’s aenuinespirit was roused and alarmed.

^ ^

“Dreadful!” she whispered, as if afraid that tbonight wind Avould carry her w'ords tn i,

cesiaes, she continued, “ my father, who is a bnr/lman, keeps his desk lockit.”
Words which took Stormonth aback, for even he



228 TALES OF TITE BORDERS.

saw there was here a necessity as strong as his own

;

yet the power of invention went to work again,
*

^ ^

Listen, Effie,” said he. “ If you cannot help me,
it is not likely we shall meet again. I am desperate!
and will go into the army.”

f w % ^

I he ear of Effie was chained to a force which was
direct upon the heart. She trembled and looked wist-
fully into his face, even as if by that look she could
extract from him some other device less fearful, by
which she might have the power of retaining him for
so short a period as a day,

^ou draw out your father’s drafts on the bank,
Effie,” he continued. “ Write one out for me, and I
will put your father’s name to it. You can draw the
money. I Avill be saved from ruin

;
and your father

Avill never knoiv.”

A. pioposal AV’hich again brought a shudder over the
girl.

“ Is it Eobert Stormonth who asks me to do this
thing ?” she whispered again.

No, said he
5
“ for I am not myself. Yesterday,

and before the messenger Avas after me, I Avould have
shrunk from the suggestion. I am not myself, I say,
Effie. Ay or no; keep me or lose me—that is the
alternative.”

“ Oh, I cannot,” was the language of her innocence,
and for which he was prepared

;
for the stimulant was

again applied in the most powerful of all forms—the
word farewell was sounded in her ear.

Stop, Eobert ! let me think.” But there was no
thought, only the heart beating wildly. ‘‘I will do
it

;
and may the penalty be mine, and mine only.”
So it was :

“ even virtue’s self turns vice when mis-
applied.” What her mind shrank from was embraced
by the heart as a kind of sacred duty of a love making
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a sacrifice for the object of its first worship. It was
arranged

; and as the firmness of a pr,rpose is often in
proportion to the prior disinclination, so Efiie’s deter-
mination to save her lover from ruin was forthwith
put in execution

;
nay, there was even a touch of the

herome in her, so wonderfully does the heart, acting
under its primary instincts, sanctify the device which
favours its affection. That same evening EfHe Carr
wrote out the draft for twenty pounds on the Bank of
Scotland, gave it to Stormonth, who, from a signature
of the fathers, also furnished by her, perpetrated the

f punishable by death,ne draft so signed was returned to Effie, Next fore-noon she went to the bank, as she had often done forher father before; and the document being in her

be^nTf ^ kind had also
en, no scrutinizing eye was turned to the signature.

rep?
kanded over, but noi counted by the

ecipient, as before had been her careful habit a circumstance with its effect to foUow in due time. Mean-whUe St^ormonth was at a place of appointment out of

oul
°f the law, and waa soon found

hands^ Vn’
° “““ey tremblinghands. For this surely a kiss was due. We do not
returned with the satisfaction, overcom-

safed
^“P^^^ses of fear and remorse, that she had

and flight

But even then the reaction was on the sprinc- therebound was to be fearful and fatal. The tdler^at thebank had been struck with Effie’s manner- and the

“raS ® “ =“Won, wh ch

Srt T hnprobabmty of a mere

oil} free. He o.«mmod the draft, and soon saw that
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tlie signature was a bad imitation. Thereupon a mos
senger was despatched to Bristo Street for inquiry.
John Carr, taken by surprise, declared that the draft,
though Avritten by liis daughter, was forged— the
forgery being in liis own mind attributed to George
Lindsay, his young salesman. Enough this for the
bank, who had in the first place only to do with the
bitterer, against Avhoni their evidence as yet only lay.
Within a few liours afterwards Ellie Carr Avas in the
Tolbooth, charged Avith the crime of forging a cheque
on lier fatlior’s account-ciUTent.

Tlio news soon spread over Edinburgh—at that time
only an overgrown village, in so far as regarded local
facilities for the spread of Avonders. It had begun
llicre, Avhere the mother Avas in recurring faints, the
father in distraction and not less mystery, George
Lindsay in terror and pity. And here comes in tlie

next strange turn of our story. Lindsay all of a sud-
den declared he Avas the person Avho imitated the name—a device of the yearning heart to save the girl of his
afTection from the gallows, and clutched at by the
mother and lather as a means of their daughter’s re-
demption. One of those tbinly-sown beings Avho are
cold-blooded by nature, Avho take on loA^e slowly but
surely, and seem fitted to bo martyrs, Lindsay defied
all consequences, so that it might be that Eilie Carr
should <\scape an igimminious death. Nor diil he take
f iino (or (urtluu* deIil>eration : in less t.han half an hour
lie Avas in the i)rocurator- fiscal’s o Ilice—the Avilling self-

criininator
;
the man Avho did the deed

5
the man Avho

Avas ready to die for his young mistress and his Ioa'c.

Jlis story, too, Avas as ready ns it Avas truth-seeming,
lie d(»clarod that he had got Ellie to Avrite out the
•Inift ns if cominissiomal by ilohn Carr; that he took
it awjiy, and with his own liands addotl (h«^ name; that
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he had returned the check to Effie to go with it to the
bank, and had received the money from her on her re-
turn. Xhe consequence was his wish, and it was inevi-
table. That same day George Lindsay was lodged also
in the Tolbootli, satisfied that lie had made a sacrifice
of his life for one whom he had loved for years, and
w 10 yet had never shown him even a symptom of hope
that his love would be returned.

^

All whicli proceedings soon came on the wings of
rumour to the ears of Eobert Stormonth, who was notormed to be a martyr even for a love which was toiam as true as his nature would permit. He saw his
danger because he did not see the character of a faith-
ul g»il who would die rather tlian compromise her
over. He fled—aided probably by that very money
he had iiTung out of the hands of the devoted girl
noi Avas his disappearance connected with the tragic
ransaction

; for, as we have said, the connection 4-

fljJ t could be sufliciently accounted for by his debt.
Meanwhile the precognitions or examination of the

fion t1 1

was firm to her declara-

but attached to it the name of her father a^d hadappiopriated the money in a Avay wl.ich she declinedto sta e. On the other hand, Lindsay Avas eouallv

tliat li li^i^l t 1 IR*
*

to the procurator-fiscal,
‘ had got Efte to Avrite the draft, had forgedthe name to it, and got the money from her Theant onties very soon saw that they had got more tbm

»>« of .hem be gmit,. ,he exelueioa of the oZ^
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ncather, when the "balance was cast, was there much
1 eience in the weight of the scales, because, while it

was in one view more likely that Lindsay signed the
false name, it was beyond doubt that Eflie wrote the
bod_y of the document, and she had, moreover, presented
It. But Avas it for the honour of the law that people
should be hanged on a likelihood ? It was a new case
without new heads to decide it, and it made no differ-
ence that the body of the people, Avho soon became
inflamed on the subject, took the part of the girl and
declared against the man. It ivas easy to be seen that
the tracing of the money Avould go far to solve the
mystery

; and accordingly there was a strict search
made in Lindsay’s lodgings, as well as in Elhe’s private
repositories at home. A\’e need not say with what
effect, Avhere the money Avas over the Border and
aAvay, It Avas thus in all views more a case for Astraia
than common heads

; but then she had gone to heaven,
riie Lord Advocate soon suav that the law Avas likely to
be caught in its oAvn meshes, 'i'he first glimpse Avas got
of the danger of hanging so versatile, so inconsistent, so
unseal chcible «i cieaturc as a human lieing on a mere
confession of guilt. That that had been the law of
Scotland in all time, nay, that it had been the law of
the, Avorld from the beginning, there Avas no doubt. Who
could know the murderer or the forger better than the
muidcier or the forger himself? and would any one
tliiow away his life on a false jiloa ? The reasoniiiir does
iM)t> exlianst the cluej) suhjecii; tlu're remains the pre-
.sumptinii that (lie criminal will, in ninety-nine cases out
of «i liundrecl, deny, and deny boldly, Ibit our case
tliiew a new light on (lie old law, and (he l^ord Advm-
c.ite was slow to indict where he saw not t>nly reasons
loi iciiluH', but also rising dillicidlies which might strike
at the respect upon wliich the law was foundeil.
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^ Lindsay’s
nds, anxious to save him, got him induced to run

citor a

bv Effipt"/rr°“ I ''’as done

wL Se diffi^h’ ni
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a face on which no trace of fear could be perceived,w It 1 a voice in which there was no quaver, he swore
that It was he who signed the draft and sent Effie for
the money. The oscillation of sympathy, which had
01 a time been suspended, came round again to the
iin pa e girl, who sat there looking wistfully and

wonderingly into the face of the witness, and the mur-
inimng approbation that broke out, in spite of the
shrill “ silence ” of the crier, expressed at once admira-
tion of the man —criminal as he swore himself to be—
ai^ pity for the accused. What could the issue be ?
Efhe was acquitted, and Lindsay sent back to gaol,n as he not to be tried ? The officials felt that the
game was dangerous. If Lindsay had stood firm in
the box, had not Effie sat firm at the bar, with the
very gallows in her eye, and would not she, in
turn, be as firm in the box? All which was
evident, and the consequence in the end came to
that Lindsay was in the course of a few days set at
liberty.

And now there occurred proceedings not less strange
in the house of John Carr. Lindsay was turned off,
because, though he had made a sacrifice of himself to
save the life of Effie, the sacrifice was only that due to
t le justice he had offended. The dismissal was against
tlie protestations of Effie, who alone knew he was inno-
cent

; and she had to bear the furtlier grief of learn-
ing that Stoi month had lelt the city on the very day
wiGieon she was apprehended—a discovery this too
much for a frame always weak, and latterly so wasted
y Cl confinement in prison, and the anguish of mind

consequent upon her strange position. And so it came
to pass in a few more days that she took to her bed, a
Wan, wasted, heart-broken creature

;
but stung as she

had been by the conduct of the man she had offered

her

too

be.
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to die to save, she felt even more the sting of ingrati-

raueli
divulging to her motlier asnuch of her secret as would have saved Lindsay from

it wn
“
O

’ was now more and more satisfied that

him /
of his love for her that had driven

m^fhZ
perilous sacrifice. Nor could her

whv hpr?K ^ d^"g^ter, understand

much sorrow
; nay, loving her as she did, she evenrepioached her as being ungrateful to God.

Mother, said the girl, “ I have a secret that lies

mnir to
"Poo my heart. George Lindsay had naemair to do witli that forgery than you.”

“Mvself”°p^'‘r

cheaue^at tl
daughter

;
“ I filled up the

to it It wlrto 1 f ^ “mne

from debt, and heTas ffel”

this fhWtoS ® done

and his sfore yea^V b?T~K

that wlg“fH” ^ “«ke

abruptly
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they had poured into the heart of S'""

®

the reason that thov did Vof ^ ^
their daughter But if

togntei. But If this was a satisfaction to Effie,
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in so far as it relieved her heart of a burden, it brought
to her a burden of another kind. The mother soon
saw how matters stood with the heart of Lindsay, and
she, moreover, saw that her or her daugliter’s gratitude
could not be complete so long as he was denied the
boon of being allowed to marry the girl he had saved
from the gallows, and she waited her opportunity of
breaking the delicate subject to Effie. It w’^as not time
yet, when Eflie was an invalid, and even so far wasted
and worn as to cause apprehensions of her ultimate
fate, even death

;
nor perhaps 'would that time over

come when she could bear to hear the appeal without
pain; for though Stormonth had ruined her character
and her peace oi mind—nay, had left her in circum-
stances almost unprecedented for treachery, baseness,

and cruelty—he retained still the niche wlicre the

olTcrings of a first love had been made: his image had
been indeed burned into the virgin heart, and no other

form of man’s face, though representing the possessor

of beauty, wealth, and worldly honours, would ever

lake away tliat treasured symbol. It haunted her even
as a sliadow of herself, which, disappearing at sundown,
comes again at the rising of the noon

;
nay, she would

liave been contented to make other sacriliccs equally

great as tliat whicli slio had made
;
nor wild moors,

nor str(»ams, nor rugged hills, would have stopped her

in an effort to look upon him once more, and replace

that iiK'vitablo image by the real vision, which had
first lak(*n captivii lier young heart.

lUit time passed, bringing the usual ameliorations to

I lie miserabh?. Eflie got so far better in liealth that

slie liecame able to resume, in a languid way, her

former duties, with the exception of those of “ the

gentle clerk*’—for of these she had had enough; oven

the very look of a hank -draft brouglit a shudder over
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cliild lent its rGconciling power to tlio eflPorts of duty.
Some time afterwards John Carr died—an eA^ent which
carried in its train the subsequent death of his wife.
Phere was left to the son-in-law a dwindling business,
and a very small sum of money, for the father had met
with misfortunes in his declining years, which impaired
health prevented him from resisting. Time wore on,
and showed that the poAver of the martyr-spirit is not
ahvays that of the champion of Avorldly success, for it

Avas noAv but a struggle betAA'^een George Lindsay, Avith

a stained name, and the stern demon of misfortune,
lie Avas at length overtaken by poverty, Avhich, as
affecting Efiie, preyed so relentlessly upon his spirits,

that within tAvo years he followed John Carr to the
grave. Effie Avas noAV left Avith tAvo children to the
Avork of her fingers, a poor Aveapon AvhereAAUth to beat
olF the wolf of Avant, and even this Avas curtailed by the
effects of the old crime, Avhich the public still kept in

green remembrance.

Throughout, our story has been the sonsationalism

of angry fate, and even less likely to be believed than
the Avork of fiction. Nor Avas the vulture face of the
Nemesis yet smoothed doAvn. The grief of her bereave-
ment had only partially diverted Etfic’s mind from the

recollections of him Avdio had ruined her, and yet could
not be hated by her, nay, could not be but loved by
lier. The sensitized nerve, Avhich had received the old

imago, gave it out fresh again to the reviving poAver of

memory, and this Avas only a continuation of Avhat had
been a corroding custom of years and years. But, as

the saying goes, it is a long road that does not offer by
its side the spreading bough of shade to the Avay-Avorn

traveller. One day, whou Elllo Avas engaged avith her
Avork, of Avhich she Avas as Aveary as of the dreaming
which accompanied it, there appeared before her, Avith^
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oTit premonition or foresliacloAving sign, Robert Stor-
month of Kelton, dressed as a country gentleman
booted, and with a whip in his hand.

’

“ Are you EfGe Carr ?
”

The question was useless to one who was already
lying back in her chair in a state of unconsciousness,
from which she recovered only to open her eyes and
avei t them, and shut them and open them again, likethe victim of epilepsy.

’

tookiip?
excited man, as he

\Tr r ° ''Mildly into herace
, I have more reason to fear you, whom I ruined ”

he continued “Ay, brought within the verge of thegallows. I know it all, Effie. Open your eyes dem

nown It for years, during which remorse has^scourged

tell you M r"' '"P’ Itell you I could bear the agony no longer
; and nowopportunity favours the wretched penitent, for Z

but master of Kelton, of which vL onn«7 ? ’

P • 'll you not look up yet, dear Effie ? Icome lo make amende to yon, nol by wealth ml-dv

anrstUi*hL^°"a‘‘®‘''‘!!
^ '>'»'««» yoJ’

my parched spirit You are to consent lo be my“U-the very smallest boon I dare offer.”
^ ^ ’

During which strange rambling speech EfR«
partly insensible

;
yet she heard enomrli to .1

meaning ot whatL fa?d m tr Tor?,’
staring into his face as if she had donht t f

' "P'
personality

; nor could she find WMds to^those more collected thoughts that beoan
®'''”

orm. ^ to gather into
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‘‘ Eobert Stormonth,” at length she said, calmly,
and have you suffered too ? Oh, this is more won-

derful to me than a’ the rest o’ these wonderful things,”
“ As no man ever suffered, dear Effie,” he answered.

‘‘ I was on the eve of coming to you, when a friend I
retained here wrote me to London of your marriage
with the man who saved you from the fate into which I

precipitated you. How I envied that man who offered

to die for you 1 He seemed to take from me my only
means of reparation

;
nay, my only chance of happi-

ness. But he is dead. Heaven give peace to so noble
a spirit ! And now you are mine. It is mercy I come
to seek in the first instance

;
the love—if that, after

all that is past, is indeed possible—I will take my
chance of that.”

“ Eobert,” cried tlie now weeping woman, “if that

love had been aince less, what misery I would have
been spared 1 Ay, and my fiither, and motlier, and
poor George Lindsay, a’ helped awa to the grave by
my crime, for it stuck to us to the end.” And she

buried lier liead in his bosom, sobbing piteously.

“ My crime, dear EHie, not yours,” said he. “ It

was you wlio saved my life
;
and if Heaven has a

kindlier part than another for those who err by the

fault of others, it will be reserved for one who made
a sacrifice of love. But we have, I hope, something

to enjoy before you go there, and as yet I have not

got your forgiveness.”

“ It is yours—it is yours, Eobert,” was the sobbing

answer. “Ay, and with it a’ the love I ever had for

you.”
“ Enougli for this time, dear Effio,” said he. “My

liorse waits for me, Exp(‘ct me to-morrow at this

hour with a better-arranged purpose.” And folding

her in his arms, and kissing her fervently, even :is hb
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remorse were thereby assuage<^ as well as his lov'c
Ratified, he departed, leaving Effie to thoughts we
should be sorry to think ourselves capable of putting
into words. Nor need we say more than that Stor-
month kept his word. Effie Carr was in a few days
Irs. Stormonth, and in not many more the presiding

female power in the fine residence of Kelton.

40»
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TTIE BURGHER’S TALES.

TIIK TWO RED SLIPPERS.

The taking down of the old house of fouv or five fiats

called Gowanlock’s Land, in that part of the High Street
which used to he called the Luckenhooths, has given
rise to various stories connected with the building.
Out of these I have selected a very strange legend—so strange indeed, that, if not true, it must have been
the production, qnod est in arte stimrna, of a capital in-
ventor

;
nor need I say that it is of much importance

to talk of the authenticity of these things, for the most
authentic are embellished' by invention—and it is cer-

I3 V. ll^id tileit live the longest; for
ull v’lhcli we have very good re;\sons in human nature.

Gowanlock's l.and, it would seem, merely occupied
the site of an older house, which belonged, at the time
of Prince Charlie’s occupation of the city, to an old
town councillor of the name of Yollowlees. This older
liouso was also one of many stories—an old form in
ICdinburgh, supimsed to liave been adopted from the
Kronch

;
but it had, which was not uncommon, an

(mt ry from the street running under an arch, and load-
ing to the back of the premises to the lower part of the
tenemcmt, that ])art occupied by tlie councillor. There
was a lower (lat, and one. above, wliich thus constituted
an entire house; and which, niorc'over, rejoiced in the
])rivil('g(^ of having an extensive' garden, rinming down
as far as the sheet of water calk'd the North Loch, that
secret “domestic Avitness/’ as the ancients used to say.
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of many of the dark crimes of the old city. These
gardens were the pride of the rich burghers of the
time, decorated by Dutch-clipped hollies and trim box-
wood walks

;
and in our special instance of Councillor

Yellowlees’ retreat, there was, in addition, a summer-
house or rustic bower standing at the bottom, that is,
towards the north, and close upon the loch. I may
mention also that, in consequence of the damp, this
little bower was strewed with rushes for the very
special comfort of Miss Annie Yellowlees, the only andmuch petted child of the good councillor.

_

All which you must take as introductory to the
important fact that the said IMiss Annie, Avho as amatter of course was “ very bonnie,” as well as passing

1 to be, had been, somewhat previous to the prince’sentry to the town, pledged to be married to no less

;z :rhim

In brr4e“

“i
“-p-sibie

Tnli r n
would not have given her

?om" *0 he found

Annie was depressed, and forced to seek relief in so i

true that n
it is an ill wind tha(Iw t:dly Tde

too, in the affections of Annie • aX beW ! PI T’"
’

as well as an Annieite reioicpd il t’l
•

^ ^ Cbailieitc

in the meantime foiled an'd disappl'ter"’"""’”
™

Meanwhile, and, I may say, while the domestic affairs
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of the councillor’s house were still in this unfortunate
position, the prince’s bubble burst in the way which
iistory tells us of, and thereupon out came proscrip-
tions of terrible import, and, as fate would have ityoung Templeton’s name was in the bloody re<^ister •

Uie more by reason that he had been as noisy as
Edinburgh students generally are in the proclamation
of his partisanship. He must fly or secrete himself or
per laps lose a head in Avhich there was concealed a
considerable amount of Scotch cunning. He at once
thought of the councillor’s house, with that secluded
back garden and summer-house, all so convenient for
secrecy, and the envied Annie there, too, whom he
might by soft wooings detach from the hated Mene-
laws, and make his own through the medium of the pity
that IS akin to love. And so, to be sure, he strai^^ht-
way, under the shade of night, repaired to the house
of the councillor, who, 'being a tender-hearted man
could not see a sympathiser with the gldrious cause in
danger of losing his head. Templeton was received—
a report set abroad tliat he had gone to France and
all proper measures were taken within the house to
prevent any domestic from letting out the secret.

In this scheme, Annie, we need hardly say, was a
favouring party; not that she had any love for the
young man, for her heart was still true to Menelaws
(who, however, for safety’s sake, was now excluded
from the house), but that, with a filial obedience to a
beloved father, she felt, with a woman’s heart, sym-
pathy lor one who was in distress, and a martyr to
the cause which her father loved. Need we wonder at
an issue which may already be looming on the vision
of those who know anything of human nature? The
two young folks were thrown together. They were
seldom out of each other’s company. Suffering is
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loves opportunity, and Templeton had to plead for
misfortune, but a tongue rendered

subtle and winning by love’s action in the heart. As
le days passed, Annie saw some new qualities in themartyr prisoner which she had not seen before

;
nay,

the pretty little domestic attentions had the usu5

and administered them'

do fo fi

recurring image of Menelaws coulddo to fight apnst these rising predilections was so far

dimm^w’l
through tb

” ^ ^ present object was always working

crew dav^b
sensation. Yes, Annie Yellowleef

she eot L tb
J^er protege, untU at length

TJT'’ “Shl., bu,y worktag

wcra affaolions, Ldeie not these so very suitable to one who, like Her-

likr’fb'^r
to the distaff, and who un-

bP n
hero, did not need them tobe applied anywhere but to the feet ?

^vaters. Then was there It ti

scription being Takel off ^d he
P^-

piss'in.„r
“

very red eUppers on hiS feTt ThlA®
too, was faronrable to the fondliW of f,

eeriness rrhkTooZ otZ^ufZr":

, ay, sometimes when the family had gone to bed.
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And now we come to a very wonderful turn in our
strange story. One morning Templeton did not make
liis appearance in the breakfast parlour, but of course
he would when he got up and got his red slippers on.
\et he was so punctual

;
and Annie, who knew that her

father had to go to the council chamber, would see
wJiat was the cause of the young man’s delay. She
Avent to his bedroom door. It was open

;
but where was

Templeton ? He was not there. He could not be out
in the city

;
he could not be even in the garden Avith

the full light of a bright morning sun shining on it.

He Avas not in the house
;
he Avas not in the garden, as

they could see from the AvindoAvs. He Avas noAvhere
to be found

;
and, Avhat added to the Avonder, he had

taken Avith him liis red slippers, AvhereA^er he had
gone. The inmates Avere in Avonderment and conster-
nation, and, conduplicated evil ! they could make no
inquiry for one Avho lay under the ban of a bloody
proscription.

But Avonders, as Ave all knoAV, generally ensconce
themselves in some snug theory, and die by a kind of
pleasant euthanasia; and so it Avas with this Avonder
of ours. The councillor came, as the days passed, to

the conclusion that Templeton, Avearied out by his

long confinement, had become desperate, and had gone
abroad. As good a theory as could be got, seeing that

he had not trusted himself in going near his friends
;

and Annie, Avhose grief was sharp and poignant, came
also to settle doAvn Avith a belief Avhich still promised
her her lover, though perhaps at a long date. But,

somehoAV or another, Annie could not explain Avhy,

even Avith all the fondness he had to the Avork of her

hands, he should have elected to expose himself to

damp feet by making the love-token slippers do the duty
of the pair of good shoes he had left in the bedroom.
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Even this latter wonder wore away; and months
and months passed on the revolving wheel which casts
months, not less than moments, into that gulf we call
eternity. The rigour of the Government prosecutions
was relaxed, and timid sympathisers began to show
their heads out of doors, but Richard Templeton never
returned to claim either immunity or the woman o-C his
affections. Nor within all this time did John Mene-
laws enter the house of the councillor

;
so that Annie’s

days were renounced to sadness, and her nights to
leveries. But at last comes the eventful “one day”
of the greatest of all story-tellers. Time, whereon happen
his startling discoveries. Verily one day Annie had
wandered disconsolately into the garden, and seated
herself on the wooden form in the *ummer-house,
where in the moonlight she had often nestled in the
arms of her proscribed lover, who was now gone, it
might be, for ever. Objective thought cast her into a
reverie, and the reverie brought up again the images
of these objects, till her heart beat with an affection
renewed through 'a dream. At length she started up
anc^ wishing to hurry from a place which seemed filled
With images att^(mce lovable and terrible, she felt her
foot caught by an impediment whereby she stumbled
On looking down she observed some object of a reddish-
brown colour

; and becoming alarmed lest it might be
one of the toads Avith which the place was sometimes
invaded, she started back. Yet curiosity forced her to a
closer inspection. She applied her hand to the object
and brought away one of those very slippers which shehad made for Templeton. All very strange

; but whatmay be conceived to have been her feelings Avhen she saw
sticking up from beneath the rushes, the white skele-
ton of a foot which had filled that very slipper I A ter-
rible suspicion shot through her mind. She flew to her
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father, and, hurrying him to the spot, pointed out to
lun t le glim object, and showed him the slipper which
had covered it. Mr. Yellowlees was a shrewd man
and soon saw that, the foot being there, the rest of the
body was not far away. He saw, too, that his safety
niight be compromised either as having been concerned
111 a murder or the harbourage of a rebel

; and so
making caution the better part of his poUcy, he re-
paired to a sympathiser, and having told him the story,
claimed his assistance. Nor was this refused. That
same night, by the light of a lamp, they exhumed the
p y of 1 empleton, much reduced, but enveloped with

his clothes
; only they observed that the other red

slipper was wanting. On examining the body, they
could trace the evidence of a sword-stab through the
leart. All this they kept to themselves; and that
same night they contrived to get the sexton of the
Canongate to inter the body as that of a rebel who had
been killed, and left where it was found.

This wonder also passed away, and, as time sped,
old things began to get again into their natural order.
Menelaws began to come again about the house

; and
as an old love, when the impediments are removed,
IS soon rekindled again, he and Annie became even all
that which they had once been to each other. The
old \ ov, s were repeated without the slightest reference
being made by either party to the cause which had
interfered to prevent them from having been fulEUed.
It was not for Annie to proffer a reason, and it did not
seem to be the wish of Menelaws to ask one. In a
short time afterwards they were married.
The new-married couple, apparently happy in the

enjoyment of an affection which had continued so long,
and had survived the crossing of a new love, at least
on one side, removed to a separate house farther up in
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the Lawnmarket. Meneiaws had previously graduated
as a doctor, and he commenced to practise as such, notwithout an amount of success. Meanwhile the coun-
ci oi t le

,
leaving Annie a considerable fortune In

childreT^
ten years they liad five

old house wit, i the garden, for Annie’s reluctmice be-came weakened by time It \vn« nn • /»

fl.,.. . y .
on the occasion of

1 • /
Annie had to rummage an old trunkwhich Menelaws, long after the marriage, had brought

it°fT 'vf
*"‘“''*''1 the dealer in pelts. Tlierc

"he f:„„di“:,rrTh7 V
the one she still secretly horposse^kn''

and lies
; nor was Annie blind. She concluded in nninstant, and with a horror that thrilled throuo-h her

nm with all the force of an ardent temper™^, Tb^thought was terrible, and she recoiled frorSm verypossibility of living with him a moment longer She

:utsrt^; " AHtr*'
“

u bo town. All the requests of her hii«!lYnr.ri r

long persisted Inf i?
^ "^ere not

reason of her obdura^v
doubt gauged the

thoi Rta „ u
a conclusion the more likelv

bdive ftatTmo’^f'l' ^ rehsont
Mended from this sti.ango'uS.*”®
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THE FAITHFUL WIFE.

There is very prevalent, along the Borders, an opinion

that the arms of the town of Selkirk represent an inci-

dent which occurred there at the time of the battle of

Flodden. The device, it is well known, consists of a

female bearing a child in her arms, seated on a tomb,

on which is also placed the Scottish lion. Antiquaries

tell us that this device was adopted in consequence of

the melancholy circumstance of the wife of an inhabi-

tant of the town having been found, by a party return-

ing from the battle, lying dead at the place called

Ladywood-edge, with a child sucking at her breast.

We have not the slightest wish to disturb this vene-

rable legend. It commemorates, with striking force,

the desolation of one of Scotland’s greatest calamities
;

and though the device is rudely and coai’sely imagined,

there is a graphic strength in the conception, which,

independently of the truth of the story, recommends it

to the lover of the bold and fervid genius of our country-

men. We must, at same time, be allowed to say that

there is another version, and this we intend, shortly,

now to lay before the public, without vouching for its

superiority of accuracy over its more favoured and

cherished brother
;
and rather, indeed, cautioning the

ci'edulous lovers of old legends to be upon their guard,

lest Dr. Johnson’s reproof of Richardson be applicable

to us, in saying that we have it upon authority.

When recruits were required by IHng James the

Fourth for the invasion of the English territory, which
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produced the most lamentable of all our defeats, it is
well known that great exertions were used in the cause
by the town-clerk of Selkirk, whose name was ^^'illiam
Brydone, for which King James the Fifth afterwards
conferred on him the honour of knighthood. Many
of the inhabitants of Selkirk, fired with the ardour
which the chivalric spirit of James infused into the
hearts of his peoihe, and with the spirit of emulation
which Brydone had the art of exciting among liis towns-
inen, as Borderers, joined the banners of their iirovostAmong these was one, Alexander Hume, a shoemaker
a strong stalwart man, bold and energetic in his cha-
racter, ^d extremely enthusiastic in the cause of the
ting. He was deemed of considerable importance by
Brydone, being held the second best man of the hun-
ted citizens who are said to have joined his standard.

en he came among his companions he was uniformly
cheered. They had confidence in his sagacity and pru-
dence, respected his valour, and admired his strength

,
companions, anduged by Brydone to the dangerous enterprise in whichthe king, by the wiles and flattery of the French queen

V ® treated in a very different manner
y argaret, his wife,—a fine young woman, who, fondto distraction of her husband, was desirous of prevent-mg Inm from risking his life in a cause which sheed, with prophetic feeling, would bring desolationon her country. Every effort which love and wllcajolery could suggest was used by this dutiful wife tokeep her husband at home. She hu':ig round his nl^teld up to his face a fine chUd five months old whoseuxte eloquence softened the heart, but could nit alter

She aTeT him° th
^ implored,

dead—and die he might—would shield her from
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injury and misfortune, and clierisli, with the tenderness
and love which its beauty and innocence deserved, the
interesting pledge of their affection ? She painted in

glowing colours—which the imagination, excited by
love, can so well supply—the situation of her as a
widow and her child as an orphan. Their natural
protector gone, what would bo left to her but grief,

what would remain for her child but destitution ? His
spirit would hear her wails

;
but beggary would array

her in its rags, and hunger would steal from her
cheek the vestiges of health and the lineaments of

These appeals were borne by Hume by the panoply
of resolution. He loved Margaret as dearly, as truly

as man could love woman, as a husband could love the

partner of his life and fortunes. lie answered with

tears and embraces
;
but he remained true to the cause

of his king and his country.

“Would you hae me, Margaret,” he said, “to dis-

grace mysel’ in the face o’ my townsmen? Doesnaour
guid king intend to leave his fair Margaret, and risk

the royal bluid o’ the Bruce for the interests o’ auld

Scotland ? and doesna our honoured provost mean to

desert, for a day o’ glory, his braw wife, that he may
deck her wimple wi’ the roses o’ England, and her

name wi’ a Scotch title ? Wharfore, then, should I,

a puir tradesman, fear to put in jeopardy for the

country that boro me the life that is hers as weel as

yours, and sacrifice, sae far as the guid that my arm
can produce, the glory o’ my king and the character o’

niy country ?”

Max’garet hoard this speech with the most intense

giaef. She was incapable of argument. She was in-

consolable. Her husband remained inexorable, and

entreaty gave way to anger. She had adopted the
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idea that Hume was buoyed up with the pride ofeadership
; and she told him, with some acrimony,

that his ambition of being thought the bravest man of

fbi^' ^eath, supplythe child he was bound to work for with a bit^o^
carried her beyond boundsShe rised other language of a harsher character, whichoiced her good-natured husband to retaliate in termsunusual to him, unsuited to the serious subject which

tion which they were about to experience. The ^conversation got more acrimonious. Words of a hichcast produced expressions stronger still, and Hume ifft

might never return.
wnicn uo

AlSe/nZetS 'O'-

own house, when his wife saw^nUrproper Ittrue character of her situation. Her hmband b?d
’

on a perilous enterprise. He might perish SheZd
her bosom TUo* i i .

dearest to

tion of Margaret Hume. Unablo fo * i t
she threw her child Inf ’f -i.

^ control herself,

the houl Onfpar^”
all she wanted. She hurried tL° ws
an excited and terrided^ect .

®

/or her husband. He had departed^lrp^’'''™
pantons

; and Margaret was left in the aeiv'lr""
logs of an excited fa^eva!^ ,l

by ‘he work-

eelf-iinpeaohmenl.
* ^ «”iorseful feelings of

In the meantime, Hume haring joined his com-



254 TALES OF THE BOEDEES.

panions, proceeded to the main army of the hing,

which was encamped on the hill of Flodden, lying on
the left of the river Till. The party with which he
was associated put themselves under the command of

Lord Home
;
who, with the Earls of Crawford and

Montrose, led the left of the van of the Scottish army.
This part of the king’s troops, it is well known, was
opposed to Sir Edmund Howard. They Avere early en-

gaged, and fought so successfully that Howard soon

stood in need of succour from Lord Dacre, to saA^e him
from being speared on the field.

In this struggle Alexander Hume displayed the

greatest proAvess. He Avas seen in eA^’ery direction

dealing out death Avherever he AA^ent. lie Avas not,

hoAvever, alone. His companions kept AA^ell up to him
;

and, in particular, one individual, Avho had joined the

party as they approached the field, fought AAUth a

bravery equal to tliat of Hume himself. That person

kept continually by his side, and seemed to consider

the brave Borderer as his chosen companion-in-arms,

whom he Avas bound to defend through all the perils

of the fight. A leather haubergeon and an iron helmet,

ill Avhich there Avas placed a small Avhite feather, plucked

from a cock’s Aving, constituted the armour of this

brave seconder of Hume’s gallantry. When Hume
Avas attacked by the English Avith more force than

liis individual arm could sustain, no one of his com-

])anions was more ready to bring him aid than ffiis

individual. On scvci'al occasions he may be said to

have saved his life, for Hnnuvs recklessness drcAV him

often into the A'^ciy midst of the fight, Avhere he must

have perished had it not been for the timely assistance

of his friend. On one occasion, in particular, an Eng-

lishman came beliind him, and Avas in the very act of

inserting a spear between the clasps of his armour,
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wlirn liis companion struck the dastardly fellow to tho
eartli, and resumed the fight in front of fhe battle.

This noble conduct was not unappreciated by
Hume; for where is bravery found segregated from
gratitude and generosity ? He called upon him, even
in the midst of the battle, for his name, that he
might, in the event of tlieir being separated, recollect
and commemorate his friendship. The request was
not complied with, but the superintending and saving
^ stranger continued to be exercised in favour
of the Bordei^r. They fought together to the end of
t le battle. Tim result of the bloody contest is but too
wel known. The strains of poetry have carried tho
wail of bereavement to the ends of the earth, and
sorrow has claimed the sounds as its own individual
expression.

rhe Scottish troops took their flight in different
iiec ions. Hume and his companions were obli<»ed

to he in secret for a considerable time in the surround-ing orestj He made many inquiries among liis friends
for the individual who had fought with him so bravely

beyond the information that he had disappeared whenHume had given up the fight. Tlie direction in whichhe went was unknown; nor could any one tell the placefrom which he came. ^ °

The people of Selkirk who had been in the fio-litsouglit their town as soon as they could with
get out of the reach of the English. Their numbersrmed a sorry contrast to those who had with lio-l
hearts and high hopes, sought the field of battle; jfnd

and'^hl
^
l"t

""hen the Avretched tvoundedand bloodstained remnant entered the town a crv nfsorrow naas raised by the inhabitants collected toZothem, the remembrance of which remained on the
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hearts of their children long after those who uttered it

had been consigned with their griefs to the grave.

Hume, who had also grievously repented of the

harsh words he had applied to his beloved wife on the
occasion of their separation, was all impatience to clasp

her to his bosom, and seal their reconciliation with a

kiss of repentance and love. Leaving his companions
as they entered the town, he flew to the house. He
approached tlie door. He reached it with a trembling
heart. He had prepared the kind words of salutation.

He had wounds to show, and to get dressed by the

tender hand of sympathy. Lifting the latch, he en-

tered. No one came to meet him. No sound, either

of wife or child, met his ear. On looking round he
saw, sitting in an arm - chair, the person who had
accompanied him in battle, wearing the same hauber-

geon, the same helmet, the individual white feather

that had attracted his attention. That person was
Margaret Hume. She was dead. Her head reclined

on tlie back of the chair, her arms hung by her side,

the edge of her haubergeon was uplifted, and at her

wliite l)osom, from winch flowed streams of blood, her

child sucked the milk of a dead mother. Omissis 7wgi$

rem cxperiamm\

VrinUilhy Wai.tku Scoti', hclliny, ^civcastte-on-Tynt,
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CAROLS FROM THE COAL-FIELDS:
AND OTHER SONGS AND BALLADS.

By JOSEPH SKIPSEY.

Cloth Gilt, Price 3s.

LAST YEAR’S LEAVES.
By JOHN JERVIS BBRESFORD, M.A.

Crown 8vo, Cloth Gilt, Price 3s. 6d.

BALLADS AND OTHER POEMS.
By GEORGE ROBERTS HEDLEY.

Fourth Edition, Crown 8vo, Cloth Gilt, Price 3s. 6d.

TALES AND BALLADS OF WEARSIDE.
By JOHN GREEN.

Second Edition. Price 3s.

ROMANTIC BALLADS AND POEMS
OF PHANTASY.
By WILLIAM SHARP.

rarcliment l.iinp, 3s.

DEATH’S DISGUISES and Other Sonnets.
l!v KRANK T. MARZIALS.

London: M'ai/j'ich Suoti’, 24 Warwick Lane, Paternoster Row.



F’cap. 8vo, Cloth Elegant, Plain Edges, Is. 6(L GUt Edges, 2s,

An admirable Series for the Family or for School Libraries.
Splendidly Illustrated.

Miss Matty
;
or, Our Youngest Passenger. Bv Mrs.

George Cupples, And other Tales. Illustrated.

Horace Hazelwood
;

or, Little Things. By R Hone
Moncrieff. And other Tales. Illustrated.

^ • P
Found Afloat. By Mrs. George Cupples. And other

lales. Illustrated.

of Glenmere. By Mrs. Bickerstaffe.And other Tales. Illustrated.

Jessie
: The Story of a Daughter’s Devo-

tion. By W. H. Davenport Adams. And other Tales. Illustrated.
Paul and Marie, the Orphans of Auvergne. Andother Tales. Illustrated.

^

Archie Mason : An Irish Story. Bv Letitia
M'Clintock. And other Tales. Illustrated.

^
The Woodfords: An Emigrant Story. By MrsCupples. And other Tales. Illustrated.

^ ^
^ ^ Money : An Irish Story. By Letiti'iM Clintock. And other Tales. Illustrated.

^ ^ Otltia

Marius Flaminius : A Story of the Days of HadrianBy Anna J. Buckland. And other Tales. Illustrated.

F-"- ‘he German.

And other

By Rev. Jas. Gardner,

H3i,f Rescued. By Emily

Livingstone. By James Donald.

London : Walter Scott, 24 Wnovick Lane, Paternoster Row.



Small Crown 8vo.

Printed on Antique Laid Paper, Clotli Elegant^

Gilt Edges, Price 3/0.

Summer Legends.
By RUDOLPH BAUMBACH.

TRANSLATED BY MRS. HELEN B. DOLE.

This is a collection of charming fanciful stories

translated from the German. In Germany they have

enjoyed remarkable popularity, a large number of

editions having been sold. Rudolph Baumbach deals

with a wonderland which is all his own, though he

suggests Hans Andersen in his simplicity of treatment,

and Heine in his delicacy, grace, and humour. These

are stories which will appeal vividly to the childish

imagination, while the older reader will discern the

satirical or humorous application that underlies them.

London ; WALTER ScOTT, 24 Warwick Lano



C/-own Svo. Paper Cover, is. Cloth, zs.

WOMEN AND MEN OF THE DAY.
A COLLECTION OF SOCIAL SKETCHES

By LILLIE HARRIS.

OUR YOUNG LADIES. OUR YOUNG MEN.
OUR MARRIED LADIES. OUR MARRIED MEN.

There is much sound sense in the suggestions offered to
young persons of the gentler sex, who would do weU to take to
heart the somewhat sharp, though not unkindly, criticism.”—Lancet,

Our young men ’ get it hot and heavy from Miss Harris if
she is a Miss Harris, or if the writer of these pungent little
article he a lady at all. e are not inclined to doubt it because
the articles are pungent and clever, but because Miss Harris
beti-ays an intimate acquaintance with all masculine ways
that puzzles us. However, whether the author be a man orshe-we shall use the feminine pronoun on trust—is^fted wth a ready and satirical pen, which is yet never any.thing hut good-natured. Our young men will almost overlookher hard-hitting for the sake of the good, honest laugh she
gives them, even at their own expense.”—Glasgow Herald.

The sesthetic, social, and other ‘ fashions ’ of the younglady of the ^y are dealt with in a very trenchant and effectivemanner, and though the satire is sometimes severe, it is withal
good-natured and genial. The amusements, manners, flirta-
tions, reading, etc., of the sex come in for a good deal of kindly
criticism, and the author seems to have had a deal of exneri-
ence of the matters on which she writes. This little work willprove not only interesting but instructive reading to thoseconcerned

; and may possibly prove of interest to our ‘ younggentlemen also.”— Gazette. ®

London : Walter Scott, 24 Warwick Lane, Paternoster Row.



SEASON 1889.

Now Ready, Price (Cloth) 3/6.

THOROUGHLY REVISED, NEW ILLUSTRATIONS, STEAMER TIME
TABLES, SKELETON TOURS.

THE LAND OF THE VIKINGS,
A POPULAR

1

Guide to Norway.
CONTAINING

Description of that Wonderful Country,

Constitution and Politics of Norway.

Hints to Tourists.

Railway and Steamboat Arrangements.

Popular Tourist Routes by Fjeld and Fjord.

Tables of Exchange.

Cost of Travelling in Norway.

Trips to the North Capo.

^Jlvo Scenery of the Sogno, the Hard anger, the Hjorund, Norang,
and other famous Arms of the Sea.

Fishing and Shooting.

Modes of Travel.

Kates of Charges for Horse and Carriole, etc.

Tourist Tracks to all Parts.

Tables of Distances from Station to Station..

Maps of the Principal Routes, and every other Information useful

to the traveller.

London : WAi/ricii Moorr, 24 Warwick Lane, Paternoster Row.



SEASON 1889.

COMPREHENSIVE GUIDE
TO THE COUNTY OF

NORTHUMBERLAND.
By W. W. TOMLINSON.

This Comprehensive Guide to the County of Northumberland is an
exhaustive repertory of the interesting facts—historical, antiquarian,
and legendary, relating to the county. The book is divided into ten
sections, villages and places of note being grouped according to
natural centres, great attention having been given to a systematic and
clear arrangement. Greater prominence has been given to the
antiquities of the county than in any previous work of the kind, and
every care has been taken to describe them in the light of the most
recent archaeological research.

The Guide includes lists of the principal Hills, Crags, Loughs,
Lakes, Denes; Pre-Reformation Churches; Ancient British Camps,
Castles, Pele-Towers, Roman Stations and Camps, and Remains of
Monastic Houses, as well as of the principal Hotels and Inns in the
county, and is supplemented by a complete Index.

WITH FOUR MAPS,

Crown Sw, 574 I^a^es, Strongly Bound in Limp Cloth,

PRICE FIVE SHILLINGS.

London : Walter Scott, 24 Warwick Lane, Paternoster Row.



ALLAMA IQBAL LIBRARY

7130

CHEAPER EDITION.

Crown 8vo, Cloth, 5s., 433 Pages, Illustrated.

N EWCASTLE

Town.
By R. J, CHARLETON,

With Illustrations by R. Jor.LiNG.

** A popular and well -compiled account of the town

we (lid not possess until Mr. Charleton took the task in

hand, and executed it with jiulgment, industry, and

al)ility,
”—Ncwaisilc Dail)f JournuL

l,f)ii(Ion : WAT/rMii Hcott, 21 Warwick T/ino, Pateruostor Itow.
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